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Intro 


Author's Notes: 
This is my killjoys verse fic which | did awhile ago. It\'s actually several fics linked together, but | figure it\'d 
be best to post it as one thing. 


So this is the intro post, basically a text version of what is here which includes helpful pics. 


Since this is set in the Killjoys verse everyone within is known not by their actual name but by a secondary 


name. 


The first are the obvious, the actual killjoys which are: 
Fun Ghoul: Frank lero 

Jet Star: Ray Toro 

Kobra Kid: Mikey Way 


Party Poison: Gerard Way 


There's also their associates 
Dr Death Defying: Steve Righ? 
Show Pony: Ricky Rebel 


The other groups, since | made them up, will have band names after the person. 


(Group name unknown) 

Agent Exploder: Matt Tuck (Bullet For My Valentine) 
Battery Jumper: Jay James (BFMV) 

Electric Lithium: Padge (BFMV) 

Motor Monster: Moose 


River People 

Gasoline Fire: Mateo Camargo (Madina Lake) 
Mist Hunter: Dan Torelli (ML) 

Night Moves: Matthew Leone (ML) 

Sand Veil: Bob Bryar (MCR) 

Water Viper: Nathan Leone (ML) 


Riot Squad 

Bbit: Ilan Rubin (The New Regime/Lostprophets) 
Analogue Anatomy: Matthew Davies (The Blackout) 
Blood Bane: James Davies (TB) 

Bulletproof Sunshine: Sean Smith (TB) 

Cyanide Diamond: Jay Smith Sean's brother) 
Flame Hawk: Gavin Butler (TB) 

Looming Shade: Gareth lawerence (TB) 

Raven Fastwing: lan Watkins (LP) 

Transmission Thrusts: Rhys Lewis (TB) 


Group name unknown (TH group) 


Night Spectre: Georg Listing (Tokio Hotel) 
Nitro: Perttu Kivilaakso (Apocalyptica) 
Sapphire Falls: Bill Kaulitz (TH) 

Turbo Wolf: Tom Kaulitz (TH) 

Vampire Lacerator: Eicca Toppinen (Apo) 


Wolfblood 


Boltgun Emerald: Brendon Urie (Panic! At The Disco) 


Caberet Cannibal: Ryan Ross (PIATD) 
Dream Mist: Spencer Smith (PIATD) 


Death Watch 
Six: Andy Six (Black Veil Brides) 


And with that, onto the fic. 


River People 


Author's Notes: 

River People 

Pairing: Night Moves/Water Viper (Matthew Leone/Nathan Leone) 
POV: Night 

Rating: NC-I7 

Warnings: Porn (eventually) 


The night was quiet, like any other. | leaned against the back wall behind the counter, debating grabbing one of 


the many magazines and start reading it. Knowing my luck a customer would walk in at that point. 


| worked in one of the few stores out in the desert. We were set up outside zone 6 alongside a dried up river 
bed. We operated to serve the various groups that called the desert their home. Our supplies were varied. 

Mostly it was food, drink and entertainment. Sometimes, though, we sold technology, weapons and information. | 
stretched my arms above my head, almost Touching the ceiling. Music was playing on the radio, though | didn't 


recognise it. Still, it was better then silence. 


‘Customer inbound!" My twin brother yelled from the porch outside, wher he was currently playing chess with 
Mist Hunter, another member off our group. 


| straightened up and waited, smiling a little when, sure enough, there was a screech of tires as a car parked 
up. A few moments later a figure appeared in the door and | recognised him instantly. His name was Battery 
Jumper and he was instantly recognisable by his short stature and neon purple mohawk. His group didn't have 
a name. The first few times he'd come in there was a different name each time until they settled on not 
having one. "Hey Night" He smiled that warm, friend smile of his and cast his eyes around the place. "Busy as 


usual | see." 
| chuckled and nodded. "Yeah. All we've had today is Bulletproof Sunshine and Show Pony. 


| could tell by Mist's face that Pony had been through here." He smirked and grasped the shopping cart we 
kept in here. It had a squeaky wheel, but we'd gotten used to it by now. It'd sound wrong without the squeak. 


"Did he leave a message for me?" He askedd, tossing bags of chips into the cart as he wheeled it around. 


"Yeah. Sealed and everything." | felt under the counter and pulled out a stack of envelopes, flicking through 
them until | got the one with his name. | set it down and then put the rest back. "It looks important." 


He nodded and kept going around, filling up the cart with supplies. "I'm sure it is. It always is." He flashed me 
that smile again and tossed in some sort of drink, which | heard slooshing around as he tossed it in. He looked 


me in the eyes a few moments later then spoke again. "Is he in?" 


"The big guy?" He nodded again and | smiled, tilting my head towards the door next to me. "Sure. He's in the 
back as always." He paused for a moment and wheeled the cart towards me. He hadn't finished | knew, but | 


also knew he'd want to leave it with me while he went in the back. 


He gave me a small nod after leaving the cart beside me, then disappeared through the door. He was the only 
customer that went back there regularly. In fact, he saw the big guy pretty much every time he came. The 

big guy, Sand Veil, was the leader of our group. He ws pretty intimidating, with sandy coloured hair that hung 
to his shoudlder and stubble across his chin, but he was a rice guy really. 


During his early visits I'd wondered what they talked about, so I'd shifted close enough to hear a few times. 
Both times the major topic of conversation was the same. The Killjoys. Battery always seemed extremely 
interested in them, wanting updates on them, asking if they'd been here recently, all kinds of stuff like that. | 
figured that Battery was some kind of fanboy about them at first, but maybe it was deeper then that. It 


seemed like it to me anyway. 


I'd met them once. It was the only time they came here. They seemed nice, awesome as fuck. They ghosted 
some Dracs that were attacking our car and they decided to stick around for awhile. It was fun having them 


around, but they only stayed a few days before vanishing into the sunset. They seemed to do that a lot. 


Battery came out the back a few minutes later, taking the cart and getting a few last things. He always 
seemed quieter after talking about the Killjoys, as if just talking about them sent him into deep thought. It was 
one of the things that made me wonder. "Battery?" 


"Hmmm?" He looked up from where he stood, having stared at a can of food for longer then the few seconds 


most people did. 


"Umm.." | paused for a second and leaned forward, running a hand through my midnight blue locks. | considered 


how to ask, then figured | should just go for it. "Why are you so interested in the Killjoys?" 


"Oh... l." He set the can in the cart, his cheeks flushing a little. "I used to know one of them." The way his eyes 
lit up as he spoke said it was more then that, more then simply knowing. My mind instantly raced, wondering 
exactly which of them it was. "I just.. like knowing he's ok" He gave me a small smile and wheeled the cart to 


me. "Ring it up Night" 


| took the hint, he didn't want to share more then he already had. | cast my eyes over the items in the cart, 
putting in the prices for each one from memory. It was a lot quicker then fishing them all out of the cart just 
to check them and put em back in. It also helped that everything was priced in nice round figures, no needing 


to account for cents. "Ok, thats 50 bucks Battery." 


He nodded and handed fished out the bills, handing over the exact amount with one of his signature smiles. 
"Thanks Night, I'll see you soon ok?" 


"Yeah." | smiled back, even though, as with every customer there was the chance he could get dusted between 
now and whenever he planned on coming back. | tried not to dwell on that thought. | slipped the bills into the 
register, handing him the envelope from Pony with another smile. "Stay shiny.” 


"You too." He kissed my check and wheeled the cart out to unload into his car. | heard additional movement and 
low voices, guessing my brother and Mist were helping him pack. | sighed and waited for the sound of tires of 


dirt, the indication that he'd gone to wherever it was he came from. 


eR 


A few hours later the shop was shut up and it was just me and my brother left behind. The others had gone 
off to Wolfblood for the night, to party and fuck. We never really bothered with that. Sure we went a few 


times a month, but it wasn't really our scene. We were pretty content to be together. 


We were sat on the roof now, staring out into th horizon We were so far from the city that it wasn't even 
visible, the only lights in our line of sight being from places like ours. | glanced sidelong at my brother. We 
were twins so we looked a lot alike, in fact there were only three real differences between us. | had a mole on 
my cheek and was a lot leaner then he was. The most obvious was our hair. While mine was midnight blue, his 
was considerably brighter. It suited him. After a few seconds of my studying of him he turned to face me. 


"Something wrong?" 


| shrugged a little, then returned my gaze out over the desert. "You ever think that we could maybe.. do 


more?" 


"You mean fight?" | nodded slightly and could see him shake his head out of the corner of his eye. "We might 
not be out there ghosting Dracs but we're doing something that's important." He paused to wet his lips and | 
turned back to watch him again. He gestured out over at the lights scattered across the sand. "Those people, 
all the ones out there they need people like us. We give them access to food, tech, parts and information they 
wouldn't have otherwise. Without those things they wouldn't survive" He paused again and patted my knee 
gently. "Don't worry though bro. If it ever comes down to it we'll fight, we'll fight to the end" | smiled and 
nodded at his words. 


"You think it ever will? Come to that | mean" 


He took a deep breath and thought about it for a few moments."Yes." He replied finally, his voice soft. "The 
others know it too, deep down. That's why they party while they can. | don't think it's any time soon though." 


| nodded and resumed my staring across the desert, not sure what to say to that. My mind was swimming full 
of thoughts about what could happen to us, about when that day would come. "Come on, let's take your mind 
off it" He stood up and took my hand, leading me back inside. 


We carefully stepped over the solar panels on our way back in, heading down the confined staircase into 
store's top floor. He led me into the room we shared, shutting the door behind us by pushing me into it. | 


groaned softly, watching him grope for the light switch as his lips latched onto my neck, sucking and licking at 
the senistive skin there. The light came on in a flash, illuminating us both in the small space. His hand came to 
me, grasping my violet tee and tugging it up enough to expose my skin. "Off" He muttered urgently, seperating 


from me enough to pull the clothing off me and throw it away. 


Before my t-shirt even hit the floor his lips crashed on mine, his hips practically rutting against me. | could 
feel his hardness against mine, only the thin layers of our clothing seperating us. His hands were on my chest, 
his fingers stroking my exposed skin. Even though we'd been doing this for years he still touched me like it was 


the first time. 


We seperated again, this time so he could remove his deep blue tee. Now it was my turn to stroke bare skin | 
licked my lips, running my hands lower, to where the top of the v of his hips was visible. My fingers dipped 
down, undoing his top button and then his fly so | could get to his cock. He was so hard, so warm against my 
hand. | instantly wrapped my fingers around him and started stroking, his moans music to my ears. "Mmmm 


stop.." He groaned, wiggling his hips so his pants fell to the floor. "Need yours off” 


| chuckled low in my throat and reached down, undoing my own fly and wiggling out of my pants. | stepped out 
my pants as he mirrored my actions, so we stood facing each, our bodies bare. | licked my lips lightly, reaching 


out to run my hands over his soft skin again. "So hot.” 


"You are." He whispered, voice low as his hips pressed against me. His cock throbbed against me, thick and 
needy. | wanted it, longed for it. | swallowed, his hands shifting down and aroud my sides until his fingers were 


on my ass. "Want you." 


His fingers moved in deeper, the tips running along my crack making me shiver. His fingers pushed inside me, 
my eyes lidding and my teeth digging into lower lip as they filled me. | guess the advantage to staying one place 
was we could do this often. | couldn't imagine how hard it was finding a place to fuck on the road. Fucking in 
the desert was more trouble then it's worth, or it was when we did it out back. Sand everywhere. His fingers 


moved a little inside me, blissfully sand free and | couldn't help but moan and thurst my hips forward. 


After a few more movements his fingers left me and he walked over to the nightstand, picking up the lube. | 
studied him as he squirted it onto his hand, my cock twitching against my hip. "Turn around" He made a motion 


with his finger for me to turn around, so | did, waiting for him. 


Soon he was behind me, his hands holding me open. "Ready?" | nodded and waited the few seconds it took for 
him to thrust forward and bury himself inside me. | cried out, because even though | knew he was coming and 
had been fucked by him befoe it still managed to be a shock. He stayed still inside me for a few moments to 
allow me to adjust, then he began to move. He didn't start out slow, knowing how | just liked to get down and 
dirty. | let my eyes lid as he pounded into me, soft moans leaving my lips. "Could you do that thing?" He 
whispered brokenly against my neck between thrusts. "Please?" 


| nodded and smiled, taking a deep breath as he stilled. | leaned forward and then bent double, hearing him moan 


when | became eye level with my own crotch. | gripped onto my legs to brace myself, then began to lick my 


own cock. He moaned above me, then resumed his pace. Every thrust he made just my own cock bounce close 


to my face, making it that much easier to lick 


| would have started to suck myself, which | was fully capable of doing, but | knew I'd probably bite myself 
every time he slammed into me. Actually | knew it was more then a probably. | focussed solely on licking 


myself, shuddering and moaning each time he slammed into me. 


After more thrusts then | could count, he snaked a hand around my belly and took me in his hand. Every time 
he pumped me my tongue made contact with his fingers, which only made him groan more and speed up. 


Before | knew it | was shooting across my face, my cum staining my lips, cheeks and chin. 


As | tried to get what | could with my tongue | heard him climax too. It was one of those strange, fucked up 
twin things where we came at exactly the same time every time. It was pretty strange but oh so hot at the 
same time. | took a deep breath and straightened myself up, feeling him sink to his knees behind me to clean 
up. If | hadn't just cum I'd be hard again. Instead | just sighed as | felt his tongue breech me, wiggle around and 
collect all the cum he could. 


Once he was done we made our way to the room's large bed, kissing breathlessly to taste one another until he 
finally exhausted himself falling asleep in my arms. | smiled, stroking his blue hair as | used my other hand to 
turn off the light and pull the covers over us. Soon, | knew, sleep would take me also but | couldn't help 
thinking the same things | always did. Wondering when we'd have to fight like the others and if we did who 


would survive. 


Wild Nights and Raygun Fights 


Author's Notes: 

Wild Nights And Raygun Fights 

Pairing: Analogue Anatomy/Transmission Thrusts (Matthew Davies/Rhys Lewis) 
POV: Analogue 

Rating: NC-I7 


Warnings: Porn, violence 


The air was charged with the sound of raygun fire. From my position, crouched behind the 6 foot raygun 
resistant shield, | had a limited view of the firefight. | could see Dracs going down, even managing to fire out a 


few rounds of my own, and | could see my fellow comrades moving as they took advantage of the Dracs falling. 


| glanced up at my companion, who was holding the shield before us. He was a little taller then the shield itself 


and so had a better view then |. "How many Dracs left?" 


He examined our surroundings, his eyes darting from side to side for a few moments. He pausd and then 


nodded. "Three." There was a shot fired from our left and then he spoke again. "Make the two." 


| nodded and waited, trying to get a clear shot of the last two. Neither, however, were in our line of fire. | 
heard a muffled scream and watched as a Drac ran into view, clothes in flames, mask meltin from the heat. 


He was unned down before he could drop and roll. 


"Ok now we can move." | nodded as the pair of us moved in unison across the wasteland, heading towards our 
target. There was a building ahead, squat and flat roofed. Its colouring matched its surroundings, with tan 
windowless walls. Our aim was the front door, the only thing that looked different. Our fearless leader, 
Bulletproof Sunshine, was already there, holstering his gun and gesturing fot the rest of us to come closer. 


As we got closer | could see him better, a smile creeping over my lips at the familiar sight of him. He was 
about the same height as | was, with hair dyed as bright as the sun which made his name all the more 
appropriate. His mask was overly elaborate, with a starburst of gold surrounding his left eye. His outfit was a 
mix of deep purples and bright oranges which wasn't exactly the best for sneaking around. | guess it suited his 


personality. He wasn't much of a sneak. 


Once we arrived at the recess of the doorway | seperated from the safety provided by the shield and 
crouched beside the door controls. | studied them briefly, then nodded slightly. "Well?" Sunshine muttered above 


me, clearly as impatient as ever. 


"Is more advanced then we expected, clearly a recent upgrade." | ran my fingers over the metal panel, my 


eyes darting over it. "It needs an access card as well as the code. Otherwise it'll take awhile." 


"One like this?" | had a card thrust in my direction, which | took and examined briefly. Its edes were a little 


scorched, but it'd do. 


"Let's see." | shifted it to the card slot, pushing it inside as far as it would go. After a few seconds the keypad 
beneath the slot lit up, a small screen illuminating above the keys. | inputted the code we'd obtained a few days 
ago, hoping they'd not had the sense to change it Thankfully they hadn't. The door hissed, but it opened, 


revealling the building's interior beyond. Three of the others points their guns inside, but no one came. 


"Ok. Shade, Bane you stay here. Rest of you with me." | nodded and stood, following him and the others inside, 


leaving my former companion to guard the entrance. 


The four of us moved deeper into the building, Bulletproof taking the lead. To the left was Transmission 
Thursts, his outfit showing off his midriff as he walked along the corridor. His hair, hanging almost to his 
shoulders, was dyed a deep black To the right was Flame Hawk, whose frame was bulkier then Thrusts slender 
body. He had streaks of orange through his dark hair and kept a tight grip on his weapon. While he had a 
raygun, he preferred to use a flamethrower. It didn't make much sense to me, but | didn't question his 


methods, especially since they got results. 


We walked down the corridor, making a left and then a right before stopping. It was strangely quiet. Perhaps all 
the guards had run out to tackle us in the open and the rest of the Better Living's people were in hiding. There 
were a trio of doors set into the door before us and Bulletproof gestured me ahead. "Open em all, left to 


right." 


| nodded and moved to the first door, using the card I'd been given outside to open it. The door creaked open, 
sliding into the wall and revealing the tiny room beyond. It was empty. | leaned in and looked around just to be 
sure. The next room was a bit less empty, having a small waif of a boy huddled in one corner. He looked up at 
us, fear clear in his eyes. He had mad brown curls on his head, which made me think of the pictures i'd seen 


of Jet Star, but this boy's were a bit more wilder. "It's ok." 


| felt Bulletproof shift me away, hearing him mutter to Thrusts behind me. "Take care of him." Thrusts moved 
inside past me and | hard him whisper kind words to the boy. 


| took a deep breath before opening the third door. If this room was empty too then we'd have come for 
nothing. After swiping the card the door creaked open like the previous ones had. "Finally. | was wondering when 
you'd show up.” The man beyond was on his feet before the door had even fully opened, running a han through 
his jet black hair. "| was beginning to worry." 


"Calm down your worshipfulness.” Bulletproof replied sarcastically, but a smile was playing on his lips. "We're 


here aren't we?" 


The other man shook his head and stepped out of the cell. "Well at least you got here before they started 
pumping me for information" He stopped in front of Bulletproof and sighed. "But | suppose your kind of pumpin 


is the lesser of two evils." 


Bulletproof hit him on the arm in response and kissed him, silencing any more smart assed quips, at least for 
the few seconds their lips were attached. "Enough talking, lets get going." He nodded in agreement and we began 


to head back towards the entrance, our two new members in tow. 


The return journey was uneventful until we turned the second corner. Standing before us were three Dracs, 
dressed in their standard white uniforms with their guns pointed at us. Hawk, who had took the lead, blasted 
his flamethrower in their direction. The flames caught the three of them, setting the shirt of two on fire and 
causing the remaining one the jump back. It was too late for them though, Thrusts got out two shots, catching 
the one on fire and the one that managed to escape the flames. | downed the final one shooting past Hawk's 


left side to hit it, it's body falling atop the other flaming one. 
Quickly we took advantage, each of us stepping over them as we made our way out into the harsh desert. 


eR 


Home was several miles away from the zone 4 facility we'd raided. Raid was most likely the wrong word 
though, since we hadn't bothered doing anything else to it. Well, apart from Bane who tossed a grenade into one 


of th open rooms near the entrance before we left. 


Our home was in a small, seculded valley,recessed from the rest of the desert. It was also a stark contrast 
from the desert in that there was plants here and water. There was a small lake around which was grass and 


trees and other kinds of plants. As far as | knew this was the only such place left, at least around here. 


| sat overlooking the lake, watching the fish swim below the surface as the others tended to the new arrivals. 
I'd done my part, checking for bugs or injurys on the way here. | didn't mind being alone though. | liked the 
quiet. 


"My brother says thanks." | looked up at Bulletproof's brother, Cyanide Diamond, who'd stayed behind while we'd 
gone to zone 4. "Well not really, but | know he'd thinking it. Deep down" He paused and smiled. "Itll come to him 
once he's shot his load" 

| laughed softly and nodded, watching him as he sat down next to me. "How's the new boy?" 

"Ok | guess." He shrugged, following my gaze over the crystal clear water. "He's not really.. talking. We've not 
even got his name." | nodded a little. That was to be expected. | wasn't exactly sure what Better Livin did to 
their prisoners, but it didn't take much to realise it wasn't pleasent. 


"He'll be ok" | whispered, voice soft. "He just needs time." 


"Yeah." He nodded in agreement and smiled warmly. "Hawk's gonna go to the River People's place in the morning, 


see if they know anything." 


It was a good idea. Their leader always seemed to know what was going on. He'd gotten us the code for the 
place we'd broke into and had gotten us a schematic of the place too. At the very least he could get us a 


name. "Sounds like a good idea." 


He twisted his head back and smiled. "Looks like Transmission wants you. I'll leave you both lone." He grinned and 
kissed my cheek, standing up and walking back to what we called base camp, a series of small buildings and 
tents a some distance away. As Cyanide went towards the camp, Thrusts walked closer, taking the place that 
Cyanide had occupied previously. 


"Hey." 
"Hey." | replied with a smile, turning to face him. "You ok?" 
He shrugged and extended his right hand. "You tell me." His fingers were twitching in a familiar way. 


"You get hit?" He nodded, undoing strip of fabric that was round his arm. He must've done it on the way back, 
when no one was looking. The others would surely have noticed otherwise. Flesh didn't usually spark. "Ok, let's 
take a look" | shifted closer and leaned closer to look at it. It wasn't a bad burn, but it was enough to melt 
through his skin and damage some of his internal circuitry. | pulled my bag closer and flicked through it, pulling 
out the necessary tools to fix him up. "You know you should probably tell them." | nodded back to the others, 


finding the damaged wire that was the cause of the problem. "I won't be here forever you know." 


"They'd think it was weird" He didn't react as repaired the wire, which always amused me. |f | did something 
similar to one of the others they'd be screaming. Sometimes | admired the droids, wishing | was them and not 
human. Sometimes. Thrusts was a companion droid, a fancy way of saying he was a whore which explained his 
name and attire. "Besides none of them know the stuff you do." 


| smiled and felt my cheeks flush, despite knowing it was true. | finished up the repair and looked at his hand, 
smiling when | saw that his fingers had stopped twitching. | set my tools away, getting out the next one which 
would repair his ‘skin’. This was a spray, which would set withing a few seconds after contact. "Yeah, | wouldn't 
trust any of them to do this to you." | kept my eyes on his wound, spraying the plastic across it and waiting 
for a few moments for it to dry. Only when it had did | slip that into my bag. "They'd probably find a way to 


set your hair on fire.” 
"Or worse." He chuckled and tested his arm like he was did, rotating his shoulder, elbow and wrist before 


flexing his fingers. "Thanks Analogue, you're a lifesaver." He smiled and kissed my cheek, lowering his voice even 


though there was no one near enough to hear. "Ill thank you properly later." 


He patted my thigh and stood, leaving my sight as he sauntered away, ass swaying. | bit back a groan and 
sorted out my tools. 


eR 


A few hours later | was in my room, mulling the day over. It wasn't every day that we had a firefight with 
Dracs, assaulted a Better Living facility and gained a new person. The others had managed to get a name from 
him, 8bit, though | was unsure if that was a name he'd given them or they'd given him. Hopefully he'd feel 
better with a full stomach and a good night's sleep. I'd have to give him a full body check up in a few days, 
but there was no need to rush him. 


Outside | could hear the little party that was going on to celebrate our victory. There was laughing and music 
and bad, drunken singing. I'd left early, as | often did. Partiess had never made me feel terribly comfortable 
even amongst friends. Thankfully the others understood that and let me go, with an open invitation to return if 


| ever changed my mind. 
| looked up as the door opened, smiling when | saw Thrusts step inside. "Am | disturbing you?" 


‘Not at all" | smiled back, watching as he closed the door and walked over to me, sitting on the bed. Wordlessly 
we began removing our own clothes, my eyes gazing over him. Even when naked you'd never guess he wasn't 
human. Everything about him was pretty much flawless, from the hair on his head to the balls of his feet. 
Unless he got damaged there was no way of knowing. He ate, he slept, he breathed. No one suspected him for 
what he was. 


Once we were both naked | laid on the bed, legs spread and | waited for him. He moved until he was crouched 
on the bed between them before darting his hand under me, fingers pressing against my opening. It was only 
now that it shown what he was. His fingers became slick, pushing instantly inside me with an inhuman easy. | 


groaned, both hands gripping the sheets as he moved the fingers in and out, prepping me quickly. 


After a few moments he shifted his fingers from me, lifting my legs up and over his shoulders, moving into 
position He gave me a quick look, then pushed into me, his cock as slick as his fingers. He paused when he was 
fully inside me, locking his synthetic eyes with mine. "Is that ok?" | nodded, biting my lip out of habit. "Want me 


to be bigger? Smaller?" 
| shook my head. "No, you're great as you are." 


He returned my smile and then stated to move, making soft moans as he thrust into me. Sometimes | 
wondered if it was just for show or if he actually felt pleasure. Personally | thought it was a bit of both. | let 
out my own moans, his cock slamming into my spot dead on. It was another instinct of his. | gripped the sheets 
tighter, my hips rocking up and my ass clenching around him. He moaned, out of pleasure or reflex | wasn't 


quite sure. 


His hands shifted down my legs, his fingers stopping to curl around my shaft. | shuddered, his digits gripping 
just ight and moving at just the right speed to get me off. That was the only problem with companion droids, 
if it could be called a problem. They were a little too good at what they did. | was never able to truly last long 
with him, no matter how | tried to hold off. So | just let it wash over me. 


My eyes lidded as he pumped my cock, his own thrusting into my spot as he fucked me. His other hand was 
drifting up my body, fingers running over my chest and neck. "Fuck." | breathed out the word as | released 


over myself. 


| let go of the sheets, panting hard as he slipped out of me, my legs falling to the mattress. He smiled and let 
go of me, stretching his arms above his head as he watched me, mking similar panting noises to my own which 
| knew were just for show. "Do you want me to stay?" | nodded, rolling over and petting the bed. There wasn't 
much space, but he just about fit in next to me. He wasn't as warm or sticky as a person would be after sex, 


but that didn't put me off drapping an arm across his chest. 


We lay there | silence, the sounds of the party below still going on. In moments like this we never knew what 
to say to each other. Him because it wasn't a necessary requirment of a companion droid and me because | 


quiet anyway. IT was a comfortable silence though, one which lulled me to sleep. 


Save Yourself 
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This was the first proper killjoysverse fic done, but since I\'m posting them in the chronological order it\'s the 


third. But yeah, this is what started it all. 


| levelled my raygun as | entered the abandoned gas station Well, it looked abandoned, but so did many places 
out here. I'd been sent in to check it out, make sure the coast was truly clear. Inside | looked around, the main 
garage seemingly empty of life with tools and car parts scattered around the room. It was a few steps later 
when | noticed the figure crouched down, going through some parts on a shelf. Instinctively | pointed my gun at 
him. "Stand up, hands where | can see them." He did so slowly, the bright colours of his clothes and tight jeans 
making him stand out against the drabness of the garage. That and his neon purple hair in a mohawk 


He had nothing in his hands thankfully and he didn't seem like a Drac, but | couldn't take chances. It was then | 
realised that he wasn't alone, when a blade pressed against my throat. "Drop the gun" A gruff voice growled 


against my ear. 


| did so, not seeing as if | had much choice. As my raygun clattered to the floor the man in the front of me 
turned around and he let out a soft gasp. He spoke quickly in a language | couldn't understand. | picked up a few 
word, my name and the Killjoys and the blade was retracted. "Sorry." The voice muttered and then the owner 


moved away. 


"I'd apologise for my associate." The man in front of me spoke, his voice soft, yet confident. His accent cetainly 
wasn't American, or even familiar to me. "But I'm sure you'd do the same." He smiled, disarmingly and he bent 
down to pick up my gun. When he straightened up he handed the gun over with that same smile. | had a feeling 
he didn't need to use his own raygun that often, as long he flashed that damn smile at them. As llong as them 
was human. | slipped the raygun back into its holster figuring if they were then there wasn't anything to 
worry about. “Sorry, where are my manners.” He stuck out his hand and | hesitantly took it to shake. "Battery 


Jumper." 
"Kobra Kid." | replied out of instinct, despite him obviously knowing my name. "Mind if we crash here?" 


"Sure" He smiled as he released my hand and a small part of me wanted to just grab it again and not let go. 


"This place is plenty big enough." 


| nodded and headed back out to tell the others, not expecting him to follow but he did anyway. Outside, the 
others were waiting by the car. My bother was the only one directly facing the door I'd gone through and he 
smiled in relief at seeing me. He always got so worried, as if he expected me to one time go somewhere and 
never cover back, which | guess wasn't that unreasonable. His gaze went past me to my companion and he 
stiffened a bit, until | made a motion to let him know it was ok. "Battery's group was already here." | said that 
as if | knew there was more then just the two of them. From experience though, people tended to travel in 


groups and not pairs so it was a fair assumption. "He says there's plenty of room for us to crash too." 


"Thank fuck" Ghoul muttered from the back of the car where he'd been looking through the trunk | hadn't 
even been aware he'd been listening until he spoke. He slammed the tunk's lid down and then took a drag of his 
cigarette, gazing past me into the gas station. | had a feeling his mind was already working on what he'd like to 
take from within. 


“Thanks, we appreciate it" My brother said with a smile. Beside me, Battery nodded but his gaze was elswhere, 
on the final Killjoy. Jet was staring along the dirt road, obviously focusing too much on the task of guard duty 


to notice my return. 


"Jet" He turned at the mention of his name from Battery's lips and there was this strange sort of spark when 
they made eye contact. His face clearly shown his surprise at seeing the other man, though he hid it quickly. 


"Battery." The way Jet said the name was more like a whisper and I'd had to strain to hear it. 


They stared at each other for a few moments not saying anything, yet saying everything all at the same time, 
before they averted their eyes. "I'll go let the others know we have company." Battery quickly excused himself 
and darted back inside. 


All eyes went to Jet, but he just said nothing and went back to looking at the horizon. 


eR 


Sometime later we all gathered inside, in the former employees lounge of the gas station As I'd suspected 
Battery was part of a group, although they had no name, at least none that was forthcoming. Battery got us 
all beers and chips, which | hadn't had in forever, and then went onto the formal introductions. As he said, ‘we 
may be on the run, but that doesn't mean we can't be civilised: 


First there was Battery himself. He was the leader of his group, although he made it clear the role wasn't self 
appointed. He had a neon purple mohawk and he was fairly short, about the same height as Ghoul was. He had 


ink on his arms, although not as much as Ghoul. 


Next to him was Electric Lithium, who was obviously the man who'd almost slit my throat. He was gruff, with 
a deep voice that was hard to understand even though | tried. His hair was dark, hanging past his shoulders 
with deep blue streaks. His weapon of choice was obviously knives, which he had at least three that | could see. 


Next was Agent Exploder. He had long hair like Lithium, although the tips of were dyed flame red. He was the 
slimmest of the four of them, although not as thin as | was from the looks of it. He was the explosives and 


weapons expert of the group, which was clear from the pair of guns on his hips. 


Lastly there was Motor Monster. He had hair that hung past his ears, though it had no dye in it as opposed 
to the others. He was the tech guy of the group, much like Ghoul was. He seemed to be the quiet one of the 


group. 
After the introductions we spent the time exchanging stories and basically getting to know each other better. 
We somehow managed to avoid the unspoken elephant in the room, the way Jet and Battery were exchanging 


glances and averting their gazes. 


Now Exploder and Monster were sitting on one sofa, discussing fuck knows what about cars and weapons. My 
brother was discussing with Battery the burdens of leadership. By discussing | meant my brother was talking 
and Battery was nodding in the right places. Jet and Lithium were regarding each other, exchaging the 


occasional few words but were otherwise silent, with Lithium fiddling with a knife. 


Ghoul, Monster and Exploder excused themselves. | wasn't sure if they were going for some alone time or to 


tinker with something. Probably both. 
So that left the five of us. 


A few minutes after, Lithium got up and went too, mumbling something to Battery that | wouldn't quite make 
out as he left. 


| looked at my brother, knowing it would take me to intervene to get him to shut up and get him out. When he 
paused for breath, | leaned in close and whispered in his ear two simple words that | knew would get him 
moving. "I'm hard" 


His cheeks flushed and he looked at Battery. "We should turn in, where can we sleep?" 


"Of course.” Battery smiled that smile again and pointed out the back door. "Upstairs, to the left. Pick any 


unoccupied room." 

| nodded gratefully and tugged my brother out, leaving them alone. 

XE% 

| guessed this place used to be some sort of motel due to the amount of bedrooms. Either that or they were 
just really good to their employees. It was fantastic to have a proper bed to ourselves. I'd probably beg 


Battery to let us stay a few days. Make that definitely. 


We shed our clothes quickly, sharing hot, wet kisses in the process. While yeah, we regularly had sex, it was 


rarely in the privacy of a proper room that we could lock. Especially a room with a bed. | groaned softly as | 
pushed Gerard onto the bed, my hands roaming over the pale expanses of his skin He didn't tan, despite us 
being out on the run in the fucking desert. It was as if his skin was somehow allergic to the sun, or at last 
uneffected by it. It must be in our dna, since | was the same. | kissed along the length of his neck, my hips 
connecting with his. Our dicks touched, sending a surge through me. | needed to be in him. 


| managed to peel myself off him reluctantly, striding over to his jacket to get the lube from his inside pocket. 
He always kept some on his person, just in case we ever did manage to find somewhere private. You never 
knew when that'd happen so it was best to be prepared. | popped open the cap and squirted some of the thick 
blue fluid on my fingers. | moved back to him, licking my lips. "Legs up." His knees moved up to chest 
instinctively and | was soon on the bed, my fingers darting between his cheeks. | quickly found his opening, 
pushing my middle finger inside him. He grunted, then licked his lips, silently requesting more. | chuckled and 
pushed a second inside him, watching his pretty eyes lid as my digits filled him. 


| moved quickly out of habit more then anything, wiggling my fingers inside him before sliding them out. | wiped 
the excess lube onto my aching dick. | moved back onto the bed, grasping my cock in hand and lining it up with 
his ass. | didn't need to ask if he was ready, already able to see it in his eyes. The need, the want, the 
desperation. In a different world | may have teased him, drawn it out just to watch him squirm and beg. 
Instead | gripped onto his ankles and thrust inside him. He made a noise somewhere between a hiss and a moon, 


before wrapping his legs around me. 


| tangled a hand in his bright red hair and yanked him up so our lips crashed together. We swallowed each 
other's moans, tongues twisting as | began to move. | didn't go slow, again mostly out of habit, but also out of 
need. The last time we'd have sex was about two weeks back, at a diner while Ghoul and Jet were fixing up the 
car. |t had been fast and rough and dirty, with him sprawled out over one of the tables, ass out for me. 


Between then and now the most we'd managed to do were a handful of quick blow and hand jobs. 


My other hand curled around his cock, stroking him as | slammed into his body. He was so beautiful. | was so 
lucky to have him. Most people never had what we had. Sure, things weren't perfect, with us being on the run 
and all, but that didn't matter to me. As long as we were together | knew things would be ok. We'd keep each 
other safe on the road, despite everything. 


Our lips parted from one another, our breath's coming out in hot, needy pants. We rested our foreheads 
together, my hips thrusting against his round cheeks. At the same time my hand on his cock tightened and 
moved faster. "Kobra." He whispered, his ass tightening around me. Even when alone we didn't use our actual 
names. The first reason ws you neve knew who was watching or listening. The second was that we'd just got 
used to it. Now, Party Poison and Kobra Kid were our names, moreso then the ones we were born with. The 
same was true with everyone we met. Ghoul and Jet and Battery and Pony. | didn't know any of their 


birthnames. Probably never would. It was rude to ask. 


"Fuck Kobra." My brother jerked up, his eyes lidded, his breath hitching. He was close, | could tell. "Fuckshit!" 


His hips met my hand and he was cumming, hot and wet over my hand and our chests. 


His ass milked me as he came, making my eyelids flutter slightly. | was close too, latching onto his neck as | 


felt it surge through me. Mere seconds after he'd shot over us, | came inside him. "So, so fucking awesome." 
A few minutes later we were spawled over the bed, settled into the matress and each others arms, the taste 
of cum in our mouths. We were buzzing, unable to sleep. After all this time of fucking on the run we weren't 
used to the possibility of sleep afterwards or even just enjoying the afterglow. We'd probably end up talking 
late into the night until one of us slept. 


RK 

| got out of the bed a few hours later, unable to sleep despite how nice it was to be in bed with my brother. | 
slipped my pants and t-shirt on, then headed out. It seemed no one else was awake as the station was quiet. | 
went out the back, taking out my cigarettes and lighting one up. 

"Do you remember when we used to do this?" | looked up at the sound of the voice, looking over towards it's 
source. There was a sheet on the floor, with two figures lying on it naked, their clothes scattered on the sand 
either side of them. 

"Yeah." | recognised Jets voice instantly and smiled. "The stars look better out here though." 

"Yeah." Battery replied, voice soft. | watched him roll onto his side, so he was facing Jet. "I've missed you." 
"Me too." They kissed an | decided to leave them to it, dropping my cig to the floor and heading back inside. 
RK 

The next few days were calm by our standards. We spent our time learning stuff from the others and 
generally enjoying our down time. It was nice to have time like that, just to rest and relax. Of course not 
everyone was relaxing the same way, but that was good. We didn't really get much space or to interact with 


others, so now was our chance to do that. 


Exploder was teaching me how to use a new weapon they'd picked up. It was this glove, not the easiest to use 
weapons and it required me to get within touching distance to use it, but it was pretty cool. 


Ghoul was spending time with Monster, probably souping up the car somehow or something along those lines. 
My brother was learning how to wield a blade from Lithium, though | didn't quite trust him with one just yet. 


Battery and Jet were always together, although | suspected they weren't sharing information in the same way 
the rest of us was. That was good though. I'd never seen Jet so happy. 


Whenever we could me and Poison did pretty much what they were doing. Well, at least what | assumed they 
were doing, I'd not actually seen anything but it was just so obvious. 


The nights were nice. Pretty much the same as the first, with us having real food and exchanging stories and 


information, generally just getting to know each other until we parted. For us anyway, that parting meant sex. 
XE% 

We'd been here a week now. 

We were in the main garage when Monster ran in, rambling something in that language they used. | knew now 
that it was Welsh, their native language and they used it because not many people here knew it which was 
certainly an advantage. Battery stopped mid-sentence with Jet and nodded, 

"Time for you to go." His voice was strangely insistant, more then I'd heard it. "Now!" 


Party Poison stood and looked at him. "Why?" 


"Dracs inbound." Battery whispered, looking tense. "You have to leave." He spoke Welsh to the others and they 
nodded. 


Exploder handed Ghoul a.. fucking bazooka? Was that for real? Ghoul's face looked like all his Christmases had 


come at once. "It has four rounds. Don't waste them." 
"Thanks." Ghoul nodded and kissed him, lugging it over to the car, opening the trunk and putting it in the back. 


Exploder looked at me and nodded to the glove. "Keep it too." He smiled and headed off, no doubt to get weapons 


of some sort. 


Monster headed out the room and came back, handing Poison something. "You need to give this to Show Pony. 
He'll get it to where it needs to go." He nodded and slipped it in his pocket, as Monster left, stopping only to hug 
Ghoul before going after Exploder. 


Lithium merely gave us a quick nod, before following his team mates out. 


"Thanks Battery, for everything." Poison smiled a little, the other nodding slightly in response. My brother took 
that as enough acknowledgement, getting in the drivers seat beside Ghoul. | waited, guessing Jet would need 
help getting in. 


‘lm not leaving you here." Jet was gripping his arm, looking down into the other man's eyes. "l'm either staying 


with you or you're getting in that car with me." 


Battery shook his head, closing his eyes. "No.. you're place is with them. My place is here. The Killjoys need you 
and my lot need me." Battery paused and swallowed, stroking Jet's face. "Please. Go." He leaned in close and 


kissed him, their foreheads touching. "Go. We'll hold them off" Battery pushed Jet away, towards me, looking at 


me with a gaze that told me ‘take care of him‘. | nodded in response, guiding Jet into the car. He wasn't as 


resisting as much as he could have, he knew Battery was right. He could easily have broken away from me 


stayed, but he didn't. | got him into the car and belted up, watching him look back at Battery. 


The other man grabbed something and came back, handing it to Ghoul. It looked like some sort of pad with a 
map on it. "This is a map with all the safe havens on it. Everyone there can be trusted. Monster got it by 
hacking into one of the old GPS satelites." 


"Thanks." Ghoul nodded and set it on his lap. 


Battery looked back at Jet and leaned in, kissing him quick and whispering something in Welsh before stepping 
back. "Stay shiny Killjoys. Now get the fuck out of here." 


Battery stayed there as we sped away, only getting his gun out of his holster and running away once we were 
some distance away. My brother kept his eyes on the road, focusing on it as we drove away. Ghoul sat up, 
head poking out of the open roof window, clearly looking for any signs of the action behind us. We kept looking 
out the back window for the same reason. 


It was a good few minutes before we did hear or see anything, but it was just blurs that we couldn't make 
out, accompanied by the sounds of explosions and raygun fire. We kept watching, despite being unable to either 
do or see anything. We were observers of a fight we couldn't stop, couldn't even see. There was no way of 
telling who was winning or losing, who was dying and who was living. | glanced from the rapidly disappearing 


fight to Jet. He looked like he was breaking, his cheeks stained and eyes wet. 
"What did he say to you?" | ask softly, not sure what else to say to him. 


The words came out softly, so much so | had to strain to hear it. "That he'd see me again" He kept his eyes 


focused on the gunfight, even as it vanished over the horizon. 
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Two weeks. It had been two weeks since | last saw him. Those had been the hardest two weeks of my life. No 
question. Now | stood in the garage of a diner that we frequently stopped at, checking over the motobike we'd 


left there last time to make sure it was still in working order. 


"What exactly is it that you think you're fucking doing?" | looked up, sighing at the sight of Ghoul standing 


there, cigarette between his lips an eyes locked on me. I'd assumed he'd been asleep like Poison and Kobra. 
‘lm going back | need to know Ghoul and you're not gonna stop me." 


He studied me for a careful few seconds, then shrugged. "Who said anything about stopping you?" He flashed 
me a grin, then nodded to the bike. "That's good to go. It should last you overnight. Be back before sun up 
though." 


"Thanks Ghoul." | smiled and slipped my helmet over my head, mounting the bike and starting it up. 
"Bring it back in one fucking piece!" | smiled a little at his words and then sped out into the desert. 


eR 


My first stop was where we'd left them. It was obvious that there'd been a confrontation recently. The garage 
where we'd stayed was practically falling apart now, with holes and burn marks covering the walls. There 


seemed no point even looking inside because of that. 


Although there were clear signs of the fight, there wasn't any sign of bodies on either side. That could, of 
course, be a good thing but | also knew that Dracs took bodies, their own nd their opponents, to do fuck knows 
what to them. I'd heard rumours, none of which were pleasent. | called out their names just in case they were 
still around, but alas | heard nothing. 


| spent an hour searching the surroundings, but the only thing | did find was Battery's custom raygun It was 
purple with a small but noticeable emblem of a dragon the handle. | swallowe slightly. He wouldn't just leave 


this here, not if he could help it. | swallowed again and slipped it into my pocket, heading back to the bike. 


EK 

As | drove snatches of memories of him entered my mind. thoughts of those last few nights together. 
Thoughts from before all this, before the fires and the running. Our first meeting. Our first kiss. The first 
time we said ‘| love you’. When | asked to marry him and he said yes. When we discussed having a child 

| swallowed and blinked back tears. | could only hope, hope that he was out there somewhere, waiting for me. 
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My next stop was in a store outside the zones. We'd been there only once before, but | knew it was a place to 
find out information. l'd asked Dr D when we delivered Battery's massage. Well, not so much asked, more like 
screamed at him. Sadly he knew less then we did and the others had to hold me back while | screamed some 
more at him. 

| hopped of the bike and headed inside, ignoring the three men on the porch that watched me enter. | walked 
straight in, ignoring the blonde with the shopping cart full of medical supplies and the blue haired man behind 
the counter, heading straight into the back. 

Not one of them tried to stop me. 

In the back room, sitting behind a desk and studying a computer sceen, was the man | came to see. As | 
stepped inside | flipped up the visor of the helmet and approached him. "Ah Jet, long time no see.." Before the 
sandy blonde could continue, | was across the room, standing in front of him and looming down at him. 
"Battery Jumper." He raised an eyebrow at me and nodded sightly. 

"Yeah | know him. He comes in here a lot asking abou.." 

"Have you seen him recently?" 

"How recently?" 


"Last two weeks." 


He paused and thought for a moment, then shook his head. "No. Actually I've not seen him for close to a 
month now. But | guess that's no surprise really sadly." 


"What do you mean Bryar?" | hissed at the words, worried that that would mean what | feared the most was 
true. He looked at me like he'd been stung. No one out here used their real names, but | didn't care about that 


right now. "Answer me!" 


"Their place got attacked by Dracs. As far as | know anyway." He leaned forward slightly in his seat, looking up 
at me. "There was nothing there but fire and dust last | heard" | swallowed at his words, keeping my eyes 
locked on mine. "| sent my boys to check it out and they said the same. | dunno if he was ghosted or dusted or 
worse, but there were no signs of bodies." He paused and studied my face for a few moments. "But then again 
you knew that didn't you?" | nodded slightly. "I'm sorry Jet. | truly am, but that's all | know. I'll keep my ear to 
the ground for you though. You never know, he could just be laying low somewhere." He reached for me, 


placing his hand on my arm. "Just because | don't know anything doesn't mean anything." 
| nodded slightly, but | was already moving away, towards the door. "Jet, is there anything else | can." 


| didn't hear the rest of what he said. | was already outside, heading back to my bike. There was only one 


other place | could think of where | could find information. 


EK 
Wolfblood Beach. 
Some would call it a wretched hive of scum and villany. They were on the other side. 


Wolfblood Beach was a gathering place. It used to be a summer camp, so the centeral areas were focused on 


those buildings. Arrayed outside that main area were a view other makeshift buildings and a shitload of tents. 


| walked through the thong of people, hearing the sounds of music and people. I'd not been in such a gathering 
for a long time so it was pretty disconcerting. | kept my helmet on, not wanting to be recognised and bothered. 


Everybody pay attention to me, 

| got the answer, 

| got the answer, 

Street walking cheetah with a capitol G, 
So get your hands up, 

Now get your hands up 


| made my way through the crowd to the largest of the buildings. The gathering of people was made up of 
men, women, droids and everything in between, each one a rainbow of colour. As Poison always said ‘colour was 
dangerous’ so he'd have a field day here. Every so often | caught glimpses of people that looked like Battery, 
but | knew they weren't him. Some were too tall, or too pale, or even women. Instead of studying the mass of 


people, | decided it would be best to head straight to my destination 
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‘lm sorry Jet" The skinny boy said from behind his desk, after taking a few minutes to be sure. He was a 
little sorter then me, with carefully styled dark hair and delicate swirls of make up covering the skin of his 
face. He might not look like much, but he was the best source of information at Wolfblood He had eyes and 


ears everywhere. "The man you're looking for hasn't been here in the last few weeks. As far as | know no one 


has seen or heard of his fate either." 


| nodded a little from where | stood in front of him, having stopped pacing long enough to hear his words. He 
opened his mouth again, no doubt to say words l'd heard before. That it meant nothing. That there was still 
hope. | waved it away with my hand, stopping him before he even started. "Thanks for trying.” 


| turned and headed out, hearing him sigh softly behind me. 
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As | say at one of Wolfblood's bars, | thought about what else | could do. For one, time wasn't on my side. | 

only had about two, maybe three hours to get back. For another, | honestly had no idea where else | could go. 
I'd need to get my hands on that device Battery had given Poison, with the list of safe places, then start going 
through them all. But then again, that could take weeks, months even and he could have already moved on and 


I'd have missed him. lf he was at any of them at all. 


And if he wasn't, if they'd ghosted or taken him, how would | know? What if they were experimenting on him? 
Or torturing him? Hell, we'd all heard the rumours that Dracs used to be us. How would | be able to shoot one 


now, knowing that, if those rumours were true, | could be aiming my raygun at him? 


| sighed softly, downing another mouthful of alcohol. Things were so much simpler just a few weeks ago, when 
he was in my past. When | was sure he was safe, in one of the cities, maybe even having the life I'd long since 
given up. Maybe | was wrong. Maybe | should have stayed behind, with him. Led the life we were going to lead, 
the life we'd planned for. | closed my eyes and took another drink. 


We shouldn't have left them like that. 


| looked up, into the sky, at the stars. We'd done that, lying in the sand, staring up at the sky, just enjoying 
being togther. I'd forgotten how good it was, just being with him. Yeah. Being with him. | finished my drink, some 
cloudy blue substance, then headed away, towards another building. 
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The figure that stepped into the small, dark bedroom looked like him. He was the same size, had the same hair, 
the same eyes, but there were notable things missing. For one he had none of the tattoos thta he actually 
had, only nondescript dark swirls and patches of colour. He had none of the piercings he had and, if he spoke, 


his voice wouldn't sound like him. 
It was, however, the closest I'd get. 


| wouldn't tell him what had been playing on my mind for the past few hours, days, weeks. Instead | kissed him, 
wrapped my arms around him and pulled him towards the bed. | laid him down on the sheets, ignoring the fact 


that they were surely the dirtiest fucking sheets in the zones, then eased myself inside him. 


He felt nothing like what Battery did, but | put that out of my mind, trying desperately to imagine it was him. 
That he was alive and we'd been reunited somehow. | kept kissing him, imagining hie was real, sprawled out 
below me, begging me to move inside him and telling me how much he missed and loved me. | knew | could ask 


him to say those things, but it would break the already fragile fantasy. 


| held onto his hips, thrusting deep and hard as | kissed along his jawline. My hands moved down over his body, 
caressing his soft skin. In my mind he was groaning, rolling his hips and begging me to go harder, deeper. He 
was telling me he'd never leave, that we'd stay together forever. 


| kept thrusting, holding his hips tight as | came, deep inside his body. At exactly the same time he did as well, 
across his belly. | took a deep breath and, pulled out, laying down on the bed. He was already moving, as if 
nothing had happened. But then, that was it's programming. 


As it walked out the door its skin was already shifting, the colour covering it's arms vanishing. 


| sighed softly, closing my eyes. | thought that would help but it didn't. It only made things worse. Laying there, 


naked and alone, | wept. 
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"Well? Did you have any luck?" | looked at Ghoul through the helmets visor as | climbed off my bike, inside the 
garage where I'd started the night. He must have stayed up the whole night, just to be sure | got back safe. 


| shook my head and he nodded, coming over and patting my arm. "I'm sorry man" | nodded, pulling my helmet 


off and closing my eyes. 


‘Its ok" | whispered softly, despite it being a belatant lie. Ghoul looked at me and | could tell he knew that it 
was a lie too. He didn't call me on it though, which was probably for the best. He just patted my shoulder again 
and | took a deep breath. "We'll find him." 


He nodded, though again, | was sure he could see through it. "Go get some sleep." He said instead, glancing 
sidelong at the bike. "Ill make sure you didn't fuck up my baby." | actually let myself smile, heading back into 


the diner, even though | knew | wouldn't get much sleep. 


Before | headed to my sleeping bag, | stopped and took out Battery's raygun, studying it in my hands for a few 
moments. "One day I'll give this back to you." | whispered, my voice soft as | kissed it briefly, sliding it into my 


bag. | would. | swore it. 


| took a deep breath then, shakily, headed to my sleeping bag. | had to at least look like I'd slept, even though | 
didn't really want to. 


Despite that though, | soon fell into sleep, leaving this night behind. 


Look Alive Sunshine 
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The desert stretched out in all directions. To the untrained eye, it was all you could see, though | knew there 
more to it. There were plenty of hidden places out there, used by both friend and foe. | shook off the usual 
feeling of being watched and kept skating, clutching my bag close to me. 


Most people used cars or bikes to get from place to place. It was a very energetic way of moving. Most 
couldn't handle it I'd tried teaching others to skate before, but it wasn't for everyone. Even the ones that coud 
manage to do it couldn't do it the distances | could. 


| slowed slightly as | passed a wreckage of a building. Even now, two months later, | still couldn't quite believe 
what | was seeing. | always felt that way when such things happened though, especially when | knew people had 
died here. Not that there'd been proof of that latter point, but it was assumed. 


| sighed softly and shook my head, then resumed my journey. 


It wasn't too far to the little run down building that | called home. | lifted up the board that allowed me access, 
then bent over and rolled inside. The interior was completely different to the dusty outside. It was dark and 
filled with various pieces of equipment, which | skated expertly past. At the same time | fiddled with my bag, 
pulling out a record and doing a spin as | entered the back room, where Dr D was seated behind the decks. 


"Ah so you managed to get it" He spoke in his usual drawl, leaning forward slightly to examine the disc as | 


handed it him. 


"As a loan" | nodded, removing my blue and white helmet from my head, spinning around to deposit it on the 
the hook protruding from the wall. "He expects it back in a month." He nodded and flipped the vinyl in his hands, 
obviously far too interested in that then to discuss it's origins or how I'd gotten it. | wiped my mouth with the 
back of my hand absently and settled to hear him finish off his show. 


eR 


Once he was done, he turned to face me, a smile playing on his lips. "Thanks Pony.” He wheeled himself out 


from behind the desk towards me. "l'm sure you used one of your many talents to acquire this." | nodded and 


he smiled, reaching up and running his fingers across my cheek. He knew full well what | did to get him those 
things, after all that was how we met. 


It was no trouble." | replied softly, leaning back into his touch. He nodded a little, eyes on mine. Sometimes he'd 
ask what I'd done, but | got the sense he wouldn't this time. Now the show was over he looked on edge. 


"Everything ok?" 
"Yeah." He nodded and leaned back in his chair, moving his hand down my body. "The Killjoys are coming soon" 


Ah the Killjoys. They were one of the major groups of zonerunners out here. They were also one of the ones 
closest to us. Personally | liked them, they were pretty nice guys, hot too. They were also pretty good at what 
they did, surviving out in the zones on practically nothing and dusting Dracs. 


"They coming for buisness or pleasure?" | asked him simply, slipping down onto his lap. Buisness was giving 

them things to do, assignments for the most part. Pleasure was, well, quite different. Dr D was a slave to his 
chair essentially, which meant he couldn't do things able bodied people could do. He liked to watch me do those 
things with others. | wonder, if things were different, if he'd ever get a leg thatd work. | always came to the 


conclusion he wouldn't. 


"Buisness." He replied simply and | nodded, wiggling my ass against him. "Hmmm, though | think we have time for 
some pleasure before they turn up." He leaned up and kissed me, his facial hair brushing against my face. | 
relaxed against him, looping my arms around his neck, my lips parting to admit his tongue. | lapped at it, 
purring as he deepened the kiss almost right away, his hands pushing up under my top, caressing my skin 
"Mmmm you're always so soft" He smiled, running his tongue across my lower lip. "Let's get you out of these 


hmmm?" He reached down, cupping my bulge. 


| purred and nodded, reluctantly climbing off his lap so | could peel my tight pants off me. If they could be 
called pants, they were made of skintight white and blue spandex. | pulled them down, swaying my hips as | did 
so. His eyes were on me, his tongue licking his lips. His fingers were between his legs, opening his fly and 


getting his plump, hard cock out. "So did any of them fuck you?" 


| nodded a little and smiled, running my fingers. "Just the one." | replied honestly. He nodded and licked his lips in 


response, saying nothing. | smiled and settled onto his lap, grinding my ass against his erection 


He leaned in and kissed along my neck, his hands on my thighs, pushing me down onto his dick. | gasped a little 
as it entered me, like | always did, but it filled me just right, like no one else could. | groaned softly, wiggling 
until | got comfortable on his lap. Once | was settled | started to move, slowly bouncing up and down on his 
cock. The pair of us began moaning, his lips moving up to find mine. "Mmmm what would | do without you 


motorbaby?" 


"You'd be very bored" | smiled, breathing against his lips, making myself clench around him. "And very sex 


starved" He chuckled and pushed up inside me, making another groan leave my lips. 


"| wouldn't be that starved" 


"What? A blow job from one of the Killloys whenever they turned up?" | grinned at him him and he chuckled 
again, his lips once again finding mine. His other hand ran down my chest, stopping at my dick. | felt him smile 
against me as he wrapped his fingers around my dick, stroking me steadily as | bounced on his cock. | didn't 
know exactly how long we had until they got here, but there was definitely a sense of urgency which made my 


dick twitch in his hand, 


"Come on Pony, cum for me." He practically purred the wolds, face millimeters from mine. | nodded and ground 
down against his cock, practically shooting from his words. He had such a strangely sexy voice. That's why, 
before he found me, whenever | heard him I'd stroke myself to it. | trembled a little at the memory, my eyes 


lidding as | came across myself, moaning softly. 


"That's it motorbaby. Fuck, you look so beautiful when you cum." He kept his voice surprisingly level as he 
spoke, his words only a little breathless. It made me think of those times I'd sucked him on air and there was 
no change to his voice at all. "Yeah, so hot." He collected some of the fluid and offered it to me, watching as | 
sucked it from his fingers. "So hot." His head tipped back, just a little, and his hips raised and then | knew he'd 
came too. | smiled, kissing him when his finhgers retreated from my mouth, letting him taste what was left of 
himself before he pushed me away and put his dick in him. 


| barely had time to put my pants back n before we had company. 


"So you had something for us?" Party Poison spoke up once they'd all filed into the room. Poison was their 
leader, so he always took the lead. The others would speak up at times, but they were content to led the red 
haired man do the taalking. That was especially true for Jet Star, who hung back as he had done since his 
outburst a few visits ago, when he'd demanded information we just didn't have. 


| leaned against the wall and listened, remaining as silent as the rest of the Kiljoys as Dr D spoke. "There's a 
facility called Gehenna. Within it there's a test subject that they've experimenting on. You have to get them 
out of there." 


"That seems like a job for Riot Squad. They have the experience breaking into such places right? Why not use 
them?" Poison spoke, eyes narrowing just a tad. 


‘Oh | did. This is a job that's a ittle too small for them and they have their hands full at the moment. They did 
however finish decoding this." He held up a electronic small pad which he'd retrieved from the side of his chair. 
"And plot a route to the subject, that's the quickest and safest. Plus there's a keycard, which'll get you in, so 
basically all you have to do is get there, shoot a few dracs and get the subject. Simple.’ 


Poison nodded, taking it in before glancing at the others. They didn't exactly object, not verbally anyway, though 
they didn't seem too thrilled by this either. "Ok" He snatched the pad and looked at it. "We'll get on it” 


He turned and left, the others following in his wake until they were all gone, leaving us alone again. "You know, 


maybe you should've told them." | spoke up, finally leaving my spot against the wall 


"Told them what?" 


“That that information about this place is what got those guys killed" | paused looked at him. "It would certainly 


have given Jet the motivation he needs." 


"Perhaps." He answered, though it wasn't a real answer by any means, not what | hoped for anyway. | looked 


back to where the Killjoys had gone and hoped that they'd come back. | was almost certain they would 
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The trip from Dr D's was spent mostly in silence. In fact, the only time we'd talked was when we'd stopped to 
look over the information about the place we were heading. Gehenna, as it was called, used to be an old military 
bunker. It was a pretty small one though, especially in comparison to others that we'd seen | glanced at the 
pad, trying my best to memorise the route we'd have to take. It was pretty straightforward really. 


| glanced sidelong at Jet, who sat beside me in the back. Even while planning he'd been quiet. We all knew why, 
what was still on his mind. | knew where he'd gone at night, not that I'd try to stop him or even say anything 
to him. If | lost my brother I'd probably do exactly what he did. | just wished there was something |, or any of 
us, could do to comfort him. Ghoul told me he thought it was best just to let him work it out on his own, 


otherwise we'd do more harm then good. | had to agree. 


We stopped as close as we could to the facility, just over a nearby hill, then we all got out and made our way 
towards it. There was no need to be stealthy as there weren't any cameras on the plans. "Everyone ready?" 
My brother asked as we moved, the bunker's entrance visible in front of us. We all nodded, getting our 
rayguns out at the ready. | noticed how hesitant Jet was at getting it out, but he did so anyway. 


"Ok. Here goes nothing." Poison took a deep breath, then slipped the card through the reader that was beside 
the door. There was a tense few moments as we stood we baited breath before the door finally creaked open 


Beyond was an elevator, which we all piled into before Poison pressed the button to take us down, 


"Remember, we go down the corridor, take the first right, then left and down the stairwell to the bottom." | 
felt the need to remind them, just to be on the safe side. They nodded to indicate they'd heard and we 


collectively took in a breath when the elevator came to a stop. 


The doors slide open, revealing the corridor beyond. The place was eeriely quiet, but | tried not to think about 
it too much, stepping out after my brother did. It wasn't until after we turned the first corner that we ran 
into a Drac, but we caught him by surprise, shooting him in the chest until he crumpled to the floor like a rag 
doll. "We have to hurry now." Poison started running, but | noticed Jet stopped to remove the Drac's mask. | 


knew why he was doing it. | wished he wouldn't do it to himself though. 


| didn't look, just kept moving on, shooting the the Drac we saw once we got to the stairs, then heading down, 


taking them two at a time. | knew we all just wanted this over as soon as possible. We regrouped at the 
bottom of the stairs before heading on down the next corridor. This one, unlike the one above, was much 
darker with red lighting. We moved down this one slowly, the darkness and light making us much more 
suspicious of what we may find down here. Each door had a number on it, also illuminated by the same red as 


the lighting. We were looking for 409, so | knew we were getting close to it when we went by 405. 


| wondered what we'd find there. A test subject was pretty vague. It didn't even mean that the subject was 


human or even what the tests were. 


Finally we arrived at the door and | held back in case anyone came from behind us. | heard my brother 
activate the door, hearing the hiss of it opening. "I'll check it out." | heard Ghoul step inside and then he gasped. 
By the time | twisted my head around he was back in the corridor. "Fuck this. Fuck them! I'm dusting em all!" 
He then took off, running as fast as he could towards the stairs. 


"Ghoul wait!" Poison yelled from behind me, then stepped back. "You and Jet do what we came for, I'll stop him 
friom getting himself killed." 


| nodded and watched my brother leave before turning to the task at hand. Jet was already in the room, so | 


followed him in, blinking at what | saw. 


The room was large, filled with various pieces of medical equipment. The monitors were all linked up to tubes 
and wires which lead to the center of the room where there was a bed, upon which lay our target. The test 
subject was a human, which wasn't surprising really. What was surprising, was that that it was a girl. She had 


to be younger then 12, although it was hard to tell. "Holy fuck.” 


Jet was there beside her already, pulling out the wires and tubes as quickly and carefully as he could. "We 
have to get her out of here." His voice was cracking a little and | nodded, coming over and helping him remove 
them too. How the fuck could they do this to her? Did they have no hearts at all? No wonder Ghoul had run 
off like that. 


"Intruder alert. All Dracs to sector IB" My thoughts were interrupted by the hollow automated voice starting 


up from some unseen speaker. 


"Does it mean us?" Jet asked, worry in his voice as he lifted the girl up into his arms. The sheets that 
covered her were all she had on, so Jet made sure to keep them tight to her body as he held her. 


| shook my head. "That's the upper floor, nowhere near where we should be." | frowned a little and sighed. "| 
guess Ghoul really is ghosting everyone here." Jet nodded and made his way out, effortlessly carrying her like 
she was nothing. | decided that, before following him, I'd get rid of whatever was here, so | blasted every single 


monitor and computer in the room before following him out. 


He was already halfway to the stairs before | caught up with him, but that was ok. There seemed to be no 
Dracs down here and any that would be around would be too distracted by Ghoul to worry about us. To be 


safe though | went ahead of Jet and the girl for the rest of the way, leading them back the way we came. | 
heard raygun fire and the sounds of explosions and dropping of hit bodies, the air tinged now with the faint 
hint of smoke as we moved back towards the lift. 


| hoped my brother and Ghoul would make it out, but | couldn't leave Jet to go make sure. | bit my lip a little 
and got in the elevator with Jet, pressing the button to send us back up. Its what my brother would do, what 
he'd want us to do. 


eR 


We managed to get to the car and that was where we waited. Jet had settled the girl in the back, his jacket 
draped over her shoulders as he stroked her hair gently. She was sleeping still, or sedated it was unclear 


which. Maybe it was some mix of both. | hoped she'd be alright. 


|, meanwhile, was standing outside, leaning against the car to keep watch for Poison, Ghoul or any Dracs that 
might follow them. We'd been out here a good twenty minutes now. Maybe Ghoul was living up to his word, not 
leaving until there was noone, nothing, left. How long could it take to ghost the Dracs posted there? There 
couldn't be that many after all, the space was too small for that. The pad listed room for as many as 50 
individuals, but | doubted there was even half that there. 


| sighed softly, glancing back inside the car. And then there was her. This girl. A test subject surely, but for 
what? New drugs? Poison? Mind control? Who knew what she was capable of. Did she have a family? Someone 
who was missing her, or had they taken her from an orphanage, or, perhaps worse, force grown her for their 


purposes. Whatever she was, she was nothing more then a lab rat to them. 


| took a deep breath and looked back in the direction of the bunker. We'd know more, perhaps, when she woke. 
For now all we had was questions, but at least she was something for Jet to focus on Perhaps she'd help take 
his mind off his loss. 


| looked up when | heard movement, sighing in relief when | saw the familiar colourful forms of my brother 


and Ghoul. Thank fuck for that. 


eR 


"You didn't say she'd be a girl. That's the kind of information you should share you know?" Ghoul was pacing, 
though his eyes, filled with fire, remained locked on Dr D. He was calmer now then he was, but there was still 
rge inside him, just beneath the surface. What we'd seen today had just strengthedn his resolve. "We could've 
prepared for it." 


"I didn't know anything about the subject” Dr D replied, leaning forward from his chair. We'd come straight 


here, not knowing where else to go. "IF I'd known anything more | woud have told you." 


Ghoul's eyes narrowed and it was obvious he wasn't entirely certain what he was hearing was the truth. | 


could see that Show Pony, leaning against the wall as he had in our previous meeting, was tensed up too. 
Perhaps he knew something else, but his reaction on seeing the girl was proof enough to me that he had no 
idea about her. 


My brother touched Ghoul's shoulder, then stood between the two men. "What's going to happen to her? 
Where should we take her?" 


Dr D shruggged, shaking his head. "| expected the subject to be an adult. The fact that she's not means | 
honestly have no idea" He leaned back in his seat, casting his gaze over us. "I leave the choice to you. There's 


several orphanages that you could." 


"No. She stays with us." Collectively we all turned our heads to the source of those words, to Jet Star. "It's 
the only way we can be sure she's safe. If we gave her away she could end up back with them, back like she 


was." Jet turned to face Poison, as if to make sure he had no problems with that. 


It took him a few moments, as if weighing things out in his mind before he spoke. "Well we need to get her 
some clothes." 


"I know a place." Pony spoke up, for the first time since we'd gotten inside. "They should have stuff her size." 
So it was settled. | glanced back at Jet and he was smiling, for the first time I'd seen in awhile. It wasn't a full 
smile, but it was a start. He darted out of the room, back to where we'd left the kid and | followed him in. She 
was curled up on the makeshift bed, sleeping soundly now. She woken briefly in the car, but we'd learned 


nothing from her. | think she had her mind wiped. 


"She'll need a name." | spoke from the doorway, watching as Jet sat beside the bed to check that she was still 
alright. "I think you should be the one that gives it her." 


He nodded slightly, his curls bouncing. "Yeah.." He looked down at her, then spoke with a strange sort of 
certainty, as if the name had been in his head for longer then just today. "Grace." 


"Grace it is." | nodded slightly, not one to question it. "Ill go let the others know." 


After The Extraction 
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"So, how did the extraction go?" 


| looked up from behind my desk, greeted by the image of Bulletproof Sunshine, clad in clothing that was red 
and purple. He looked right at me, curiousity clear in his eyes. | leaned back and nodded a little. "It went well.” 


"No casualties?" 


"The Killjjoys are all fine." | replied, watching him as his eyes darted left and right, searching. "Looking for 


something?" 


"Someone actually." He took a few steps forward and perched on my desk, a position Show Pony often took up. 
"The subject. My people are curious about them. 


"If you're that curious you should have took up the mission to retrieve them." | countered, leaning back in my 
seat, studying him closely. He'd given an excuse not to, left purposely vague and | hadn't asked anymore about 


it. He had, however, suggested the Killoys take it instead. He'd been oddly insistant about that. 


He chuckled and shook his head. "It took us the better part of two months to decode the information to lead 


you there. Naturally we're curious about what you found." 


| considered for a moment, then nodded. It wouldn't hurt to tell him about the girl. Maybe he, or someone 
among his group might recognise her. Or knew someone that might. “Alright. The Killjoys found a girl down 
there. She looks about ten to twelve years old, but who knows what theyve done to her. For all we know her 
aging could've been accelerated or decelerated. We don't even know what they were doing to her." He looked a 
little shocked, maybe that it was a girl or that she'd been so young. Hard to tell. "She has no memory of 
anything really, but she can talk well enough. If we had the equipment to do genetic testing we could find 
something out but you know how things are." 


"Where is she now?" He asked, voice a little softer then before, without it's edge. 


"With the Killjoys. They figure she's better off with them, at least they can keep her safe. Jets named her 
Grace for now." He nodded and | reached into my desk, pulling out a photograph wed taken of her before she 


left. “Take this, see if anyone knows anything.’ 


He glanced at the picture briefly, his eyes lingering for a few seconds on her face, before he folded the paper 
and slipped it into his pocket. "I will" Again his voice was soft, before he stood and looked back at me. "I should 
get back Thanks for the heads up. And give the Killjoys my love." 


| nodded, but wasn't sure he'd even caught it as he was already heading out. "Is everything ok?" 


He stopped, just a few steps from the exit. "Everything's fine." It felt like a lie, not even a half hearted one at 
that. "Really, it is" Before | could question him further he was moving again, stopping just before leaving. 
“Thanks for the picture, I'll see what | can find" And with that, he was gone, leaving me with the same 
questions I'd had at our last encounter, with a few more besides. Still, | had to try not to let it show. 


That and | was still bothered by this girl, this test subject. Exactly what was being tested on her? | wished the 
Killjoys hadn't shot first and asked questions later, but | couldn't really blame them. Anyone would've done the 
same. We could've gone back to see if there was anything useful left if Fun Ghoul hadn't thought it was a good 
idea to set the self destruct. 


| sighed softly and rubbed my fingers against my forehead. | just hoped that keeping the kid around was a good 
thing for them and not some death sentance. | guessed | should be more optimistic. After all, it was worth it 


just to see Jet like that. Actually smiling. Looking like he was happy. I'd not seen him like that since, well.. 


And still no one seemed to know what happened to those four. | should've asked Bulletproof, just in case his 


tech could find out. 


Pony should be back any minute. I'd get him to take my mind off it all. 


ll Never Let Them Hurt You 
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The air smelled of fire and death. That wasn't much different, but here it was stronger. Probably because of 
the Drac beside me, who I'd decapitated just moments ago. Its head, still masked, had flew away, bouncing 
against the dirt and the rocks surrounding us. Blood sprayed out from the body, where the head had been 
attached, the body finally starting to sag and drop to the floor. | regarded the body, it's white uniform now 
stained with splashes of blood and dirt, then moved on. 


| barely moved three paces before | felt the heat of a ray gun blast flash by me, striking another Drac 
square in the face. That Drac wasn't flesh and blood, like the one | just decapitated, that fact being clear from 
the bright shower of sparks and metal that shot out from where the blast hit. 


| didn't have to even turn my head to know that the blast had come from Sapphire, a slim German with a 
mane of deep blue hair, he was a crack shot with a rifle. | stepped over the Drac that he'd hit, sneering at the 
still sparking body before advancing on. 


There were always more Dracs to dispatch. 


eR 


Kisses. Hot, wet, sloppy. His beard rubbed against my face making my skin itch just a little, but | didn’t care. | 
was with the man | loved and we finally had some only time together. Hot, wet, sticky, fast alone time. Clothes 
were already discarded, our bodies pressed up against each other. Our need filled the air, overpowering 


everything else. 


eR 


| shook the thought from my head. Now was not the time to dwell on such things. It interfered with the ebb 
and flow of battle. A Drac, no more then two meters away from me, could have take advantage of my 
distraction and took me down. Thankfully for me, he wasn't that smart. In a quick blow | cleaved his head in 
two. Metal an sparks escaped the wound, but | disregarded him, spinning around and catching his compainion in 


the chest, the wound making the flesh and blood Drac spurt blood. Some of it landed on me. 


Foul things. 
| shook as much off me, but | knew better then to stop for too long. 


Dracs were a seemingly limitless asset to Better Living. | sometimes wondered, away from battle of course, 
how many of the flesh and blood Dracs actually had a choice. Had they chosen to be their thugs, or were they 
just doped up dupes, like the people of Battery city seemed to be? 


The droids, | was less sure over. A droid could be repeaired, even if decapitated, unlike a person It could be 
programmed to follow orders without question if need be, which gave them a slight advantage of human 
compatiots. They didn't hesitate to kill if told to do so. Compassion and morality could be removed from them 
100%, a process not quite perfected in humans yet. 


It didn't stop them from trying. 


| joined another one of my allies in fighting off a group of Dracs. His weapon was different from mine. It was 
essentially a metal staff, as tall as he was, with both ends tipped with tiny electric generators. It was 
essentially a double ended cattle prod, only these shocks could be calibrated to either incapitated or kill. At the 
moment it was set at the latter, which was clear from the shrieks coming from one of the electonic Dracs 


that had been fallen by the weapon 


The weapon's wielder was Sapphire's twin, although they looked nothing alike. He was also German, but not as 
slim. His hair had once been done in a series of cornrow plaits, but now, due to such hair being hard to 
maintain, it hung around his face in long strands. The base colour of his hair was brown, but there were 
streaks of purple, red, orange and green among it. His name was Turbo Wolf and, despite not looking much of a 
fighter, he was a fierce opponent. 


That was proven by him downing three more Dracs in the space of a minute. Still, | figued | should help, 
charging at two who were attemptng to hide behind rocks. Dracs were stupid. If they expected t hide out here, 
they could at least try to blen in, instead of wearig bright white uniforms. They may as well be wearing 
targets. 


In moments, those two were down as well and the threat was removed. 


Most of the time it was easy to see Dracs as nothing to worry about. They wore white in the desert after all 


and they weren't exactly crack shots, not unless they were close enough to smell the sweat on your brow. 


However there was the odd one, the statistics were probably were about | in 100, that could actually do their 
job and do it well. That was why our group had lost a third of its members. 


eR 


It was a raid. Dracs had found us, but it was hard to tell if tracked us here or just got lucky. There was a set 


way of dealing with these things, you get out as fast as you can. Whenever we set up camp in a new buidling, 


the first thing we did after making sure it was clear was to memorise the exits and form an escape plan. 


We scrambled out, the five of us moving through the building to escape them. It was better to run then fight 


an enemy in an enclosed space, especially when you had no idea on the enmies numbers. 
So all we could do was run. 


*** 
| hissed, shaking my head and getting back to reality, back to now. 


We were converging on the main entrance to the building the Dracs were protecting. Thankfully this one wasn't 
a bunker. There were too many old military bunkers out here for my liking, most of which having been claimed 


by Better Living as ‘research centers’. We knew the truth. 


This one was one of the smaller ones, so | figured they must have sent out most of their security in an 


attempt to deal with us outside. Ah well, their mistake. 


Our fourth ember, Night Spectre, joined us when we got closer. He was the tech of us, so he was the one that 
would get us in He had brown, undyed hair that hung past his shoulders. German, like Sapphire and Turbo, 
they'd known each other longer then | had. 


| watched as he got to work breaking into the facility, ignoring the words he said as he told the others details 


on his progress. | didn't care. All | cared about was killing as many Dracs as | could. It was about payback. 


eR 


Ray gun blasts were flying through the air, the energy slaming into the walls with enough force to tear 
chunks of it away. | hissed in frustration, but was thankful that white uniforms seemed to turn people into 
shit shots. We ran through the building, which seemed more like a maze then when we'd first scouted it out. 


And then | saw it. The exit, our way out, our freedom. So close | could almost taste the radiated air. We ran, 
out into the light of the desert. | could see the car already. Sapphire, Turbo and Spectre were already there 
waiting for us. Spectre and Sapphire we firing their own guns back at the approaching Dracs to slow their 
approach, but they wouldn't be able to hold them off forever. We ran towards them and | jumped in through 
the open back door, looking back quickly to the man following, the man | loved. 


We locked eyes.. just in time for me to see him get shot. "No!" The scream left my lips and Spectre had to 
hold me back to make sure | didn't go to him. All | could do was watch. Watch as he got shot again and again. 


These shots weren't normal ones, they were much too accurate, too potent. 


| watched as my lover sagged to the floor, his expression of shock clear on his face. As he fell | could see his 


shooter. The man behind him was no ordinary Drac. He wore no mask so his pale, bald head was visible and, 
opposed to the standard uniform he wore a grey one, which looked almost presentable. | memorised his 


smirking, self satisfied face, even as the car started, driving us away. 


| would get him. | would kill him and every Drac | encountered. As many as possible. As often as possible. Until | 


found him. And | would find him an take that smug look right off his fucking face. 


eR 


"And open!" The door creaked open, revealling a corridor that was bathed in pale light. "Welcome to the Termina 


faci lity." 


The four of us all entered. Sapphire's rifle was now strapped to his back, a standard ray gun now in his hand. 
We weren't sure what was here exactly, but we would find out. The four of us walked through the corridor, 
going deep into the building. As expected, all the guards seemed to have been dispatched outside, leaving no one 


to defend the interior. Very unwise. 

We checked every room along the corridor, alternating between which of us looked inside as we went, but 
there was nothing of consequence. An unmanned security station for the door. A storage closet. Two rooms 
that looked like quarters for the Dracs, though they were no more then just a series of bunks and a table. 
We kept going deeper, checking room after room, each one devoid of life. Only the primarily control room had 
any Dracs in it and those were dispatched before they could even pull out their guns. "Let's see what we can 


find." Spectre muttered, going over to one of the control consoles and looking it over. 


eR 


"We have to go back for him." | whispered, looking out into the desert. We'd set up a makeshift camp, using the 
tent that we always kept with us in the car, just in case. Spectre and Sapphire were inside the small space. 


Turbo looked at me and shook his head. "I'm sorry. Truly | am. But he is dead. You saw him die. We all did" He 


paused for a moment and shook his head. "lm sorry, but I'm not risking our lives for a body." 


| hissed, stung as if he'd struck me. "This isn't just any body. This is the body of the person | love." | took a 
deep intake of breath to steady myself, to keep from striking him. "Who knows what they'll do to his body?" 


He paused for a moment and touched my arm. "Look | understand ok? If this happened to Sapphire..." 


| pulled my arm away and glared at him. “That's not real you know. You don't understand real love because he's 


not real." 


"He's real to mel” He growled low and turned from me, stomping off back to the car. 


eR 


In the end | did manage to convince them to go back, after first checking that no more Dracs were nearby. 
Instead we found bodies, more Drac bodies then we had left behind Someone had come in after we had, doing 
at east a decent amount of damage to the Dracs. 

The bald one, however, was not among the dead. 


| wasn't sure how to feel about that. 


The deaths of the Dracs had insured one thing though, my love was still there. He was still dead, but | was 


able to say goodbye and we were all able to give him a burial. It was the least we could do. 


eR 


"Ah hal" | looked up as Spectre finally said something worth mentioning. "This place used to be a research 
facility in the early days, when Better Living's resources were more limited" | leaned against the wall, letting 
him speak. Clearly he felt this information was relevent enough to tell us. "But when they started gaining 
access to bunkers, which were larger and more secure, this place was largely abandoned and used as storage." 
"That was a lot of guards for a werehouse." Spectre gave Turbo a glare, then shook his head. 

"Can | finish?" Turbo nodded, shrugging an apology. "As | was saying, this facility was turned into, as you put it, 
a werehouse. That was until almost two months ago." | raised an eyebrow, about to ask why, but thee he 
continued before my lips even parted. "A prisoner was bought here and security was doubled." 


"So we'e got a prisoner to free. Where are they?" 


"Rear of the complex, this way." Spectre stood and lead us out of the room and down the main corridor. After 
several minutes we arived at a door, which had two guards, one either side of it. | moved quickly before 
anyone could fire, slicing the arm off one Drac, then bisecting the other the waist, before delivering a killing 
blow to the other. Neither were human, so a second swing of my blade was required to decapite the one I'd 
cut in half, just to be on the safe side. 

"We could have just shot them you know." 

"| prefer slicing and dicing." | shrugged a little and let Spectre work on opening the door to get us inside. 

EK 


"You have to let me go you know.’ 


| shrugged a little at his words, then shook my head. "I love you. You can't expect me to do that” 


"You have to, you know it. It's been a year Eicca" | turned to face him as he said my name. As always, he was 


a little.. shimmery and vague but it was still him. "You need to carry on" 
"Why?" 


"For me. Because l'm asking you to Eicca. Please. Just do this for me." His voice was soft and | could almost 


feel him touching me. Almost. A great void seperated us now. I'd never feel his touch again. 

Ill carry on, but don't expect me to let you go. l'm not.. | cant" 

"| know." His shimmer leaned in and it almost felt he was kissing me. Almost. 

And then he was gone. 

XE% 

"Got it!" The door hissed open and we collectively peered inside. 

Within the small space there was a sole figure, dressed in clothing that was shredded in various places. The 
clothing was clearly his own, it had to much colour to be a Better Living one. The figure was a slim, were dark 
hair that had tips dyed flame red. It was clear he'd been pierced and those piercings had been ripped out. He 
cowered away, obviously terrified, 

"Hello? Can you speak German?" He looked at us, eyes wide wiith fear and a total lack of recognition So he 
didn't know German. Turbo switched to English. "Do you speak English?" There was recognition, a small sparkle in 
his eyes, but he didn't move. 

"Ca ar gerdded chen!" 

"What the hell kind of language is that?" | asked, frowning. 

"Fi ll ddeud ‘ch ddim!" 

"IF sounds like someone just put the alphabet in a blender." Spectre added, eying the other curiously. 

"It's because he's been through a trauma." The three of us looked at Sapphire as he spoke up. "People often 
switch to their native language as a defence." He paused for a moment and then looked back at the captive. "I 


think it's Welsh." 


"Welsh?" | frowned and kept my gaze on the man, who was mumbling smething else in his native tongue. "Great, 


so this guy's only speaking in a language we can't." 


"Yeah." Sapphire stepped closer to him and the prisoner looked up, eyeing him cautiously. Sapphire switched to 
English, since the man had clearly understood that. "Hey, we're not here to hurt you. We're not with them, 
we're here to get you out of here. We'll never let them hurt you, not anymore. | promise. Please, come with 


us." Sapphire extended his hand to the other. It took the better part of a minute before he took it. Great a tag 


along. 
"Let's get out of here." 


| couldn't disagree with that. This place gave me the creepsPlus the sooner we got this guy out, the sooner 


he'd be able to communicate with us and tell us who he was and where he'd come from. 


Hope 


Author's Notes: 

Hope 

Pairing: Battery Jumper/Jet Star (Jay James/Ray Toro) 
Rating: Rish 

POV: Jet 


Sleep was a beast that hadn't been coming of late. Even with Grace, it still eluded me. My mind still raced with 
the same thoughts, with the hope still there in the back of my mind. Months of no information and dead ends 
has only dulled that hope, not stifling it. However, it was harder to get away now. Grace was easily woken and 


she'd often only feel safe enough to sleep when | was around. 
| smiled at the thought of her. At least she was able to make me do that, when no one else could. 


| pulled up at Dr D's new place. Show Pony had tracked us down, giving me a message that | should come at 
this time and come alone. | wasn't sure why, though | could guess. | tried not to get my hopes up though, it 
could be anything. 


| climbed off Ghoul's bike and headed inside, lifting up the loose board and ducking down to enter. As soon as | 
was inside, | removed my helmet and settled it down on the counter by the door. "Hey Jet, this way." Show 
Pony shown me through to the back, still on those skates of his. The back room didn't look much different 
from the last one he'd had, with vinyl lying over the counters and equipment piled everywhere. Dr D himself 


was seated behind his desk and he glanced over at me, offering a small smile. 
"Ah Jet. Just in time." 
"What is it?" | looked at him, slightly wary. "Why did you just want me and not the others?" 


"You'll see." He nodded, clearly communicating something to Pony that | didn't get. | watched as his slender form 
skated into the other room. After a few moments he returned, with a figure behind him. 


The man looked worse for wear, so much so that it took a few seconds for me to actually realise | knew hiim. 
"Exploder?" He nodded sightly, his movements jerky and unsteady. His clothing was pretty much tatty and 


ragged, the material seemingly hanging off his frame which was much skinnier then before. 


| blinked, unsure what this actually meant. On the one hand, he was alive. He'd been with Battery and he lived, 
so maybe he was too. Maybe he even knew where he was. On the other hand, he could know nothing or, worse, 
know what | didn't want to hear. At the same time, wasn't it better to know? 


| swallowed and looked at him, not sure what to do or say or ask first. In the end, he spoke first, his voice 
shakily and unsteady. "They took me. Locked me up and tried to get me to talk” He looked right at me,looking a 
little distant. "They didnt.” 


| nodded and bit my lip. "What about the others? Did you see what happened to them?" 
"Lithium and Monster no... but Battery." He trailed off and | looked at him. 


"What? What did you see?!" | had to know. My heart was pounding harder each passing moment. "What 
happened to him!" 


He tok a deep breath and he looked down, averting his gaze from mine. "The Dracs came and you went. We 
covered your escape. We split up. Monster and Lithium went one way, me and Battery stayed together. We 
stayed close." He paused for breath, then continued. "We fought, we fought so hard. They kept coming though." 
He was shaking, just a little. "They kept firing, shots missing us by inches, less. It was only matter of time 
before they hit us. And they did" Our eyes locked and it was clear he was teary. "The last thing | recall is 
seeing him get shot in the face, before falling myself. 'm sorry Jet. | genuinely don't know any more then that. 
| don't know where what they did with his body or the others or.." 


| turned away from him and left, leaving them behind, leaving them all. My heart was shattering in a million 


pieces and | didn't want them, or anyone, to see. 
"Jet wait." | ignored Pony's voice, slipping on my helmet before going, though | truly didn’t care. 


EK 

| drove away from there, not caring where | went, or for how long | drove. 

Without intending to, I'd ended up at the place where we'd last met. It was a ruin now. In the months since no 
one had bothered to reclaim it, not even to clear it out. | removed my helmet, leaving it with the bike before 
walking away from it, stopping a few meters from the rear of the building. Here we'd laid down a blanket over 
the sand and watched the stars, discussing what we'd do if things we different. 

| closed my eyes. Alone now, | dropped to my knees, not caring about the sharp stones | felt against my jeans 
or the dust that now clung to them. | let the tears free fall down my cheeks, tipped my head back and 


screamed into the night. 


eK 
"What do you think we should call it?" His arms were wrapped around me as we lay in bed, our bodies naked. 


"| guess that'd depend if it was a boy or a girl" He answered, voice soft as always, the biggest smile on his 
lips. 


"True." | smiled and kissed his forehead, my hands brushing over his bare side. "| guess this is where we 


discuss this now that we know." 


"| have a better idea" He grinned, climbing on top of me, eliciting a little sound of surprise from me. "How 


about | get to name it if it's a girl and you get to name it if its a boy?" 


"Sounds like a good idea" | reached up, cupping his cheek and stroking his skin lightly. I'd have to put a great 
deal of thought into this. It was a big decision after all, naming your future child. It wasn't something that 
could be taken lightly. "Do you have anything in mind?" 


"Grace. I'd call her Grace." 


KK 
| awoke. 


| felt sand and grit against my skin, my body jerking upright from the sensation. | didn't even recall laying down, 
much less going to sleep. | blinked back the light from the sunrise, then glanced at my side, at the makeshift 


pile of rounded stones I'd used to create a marker for this place. 


Before last night I'd told myself one thing: that until | saw his body there was still hope. What hope was there 


now? 

| closed my eyes and stood, my legs aching from where I'd laid on them, but | ignored it. Maybe there was no 
hope. Maybe I'd never find out what they did with him. Did that mean | should stop trying? Perhaps, but it 
wasn't something | was prepared to do. Not now. 


| took a deep breath to steady myself and walked over to the bike. He wouldn't want that. 


| took another deep breath, then slipped the helmet over my head, got on the bike and drive back. | may never 
find out what happened to him. But | did know that little Grace and the others needed me. 


Standing On The Rooftops 
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| sat, staring down at the others from my position on the roof of our latest hideout. | could have gone 


somewhere, but where? I'd run out of ideas of places to look and now, now | was tired. 
Not least because we had an extermination order taken out on us for rescuing Grace. 
| took a deep breath, watching as Ghoul played with Grace. It was worth it for her. 
"I'd say so." 


| blinked at the voice, turning a little to face it's source. It was a faint bluish light, that looked like a.. person. | 
blinked again, standing properly to look at the light. It couldn't be, could it? "What the.. 


"Hey Ray." Looking at it, now it had become him. | blinked again and he smiled, coming over and sitting next to 
where l'd been. | sat back down slowly, looking at him disbelievingly. | wasn't quite sure if he was real. And if he 
was, then | was talking to a ghost. "You're doing a great job here. With them. With her." 

| sared at him for a few moments, before finally whispering. "Are you real?" 

"Depends on your definition” A small smile crept on his face and | nodded. He looked diferrent to when | last 
saw him, more like he had way back when. His hair hung past his ears and he just.. looked like he did. Before all 
this, when times had been so, so much simpler. | blinked back tears an reached out, but as could be expected, 
my hand went through him. 

‘If... if your real." 


"It means l'm dead" He finished for me and looked at me as | nodded. "Depends on your definition." 


| didn't rememeber him being this.. cryptic. "I want you to do something for me Ray. Sop it, stop looking for 


me. You have something more important to focus on now. | want you to do that." 


| blinked and took a deep breath, shaking my head a little. "What? What do you mean?" 


"Her." | followed his line to where Grace was seated, having a conversation with Kobra about.. who knew what. 


"She is all important now. You can't let them get her back." 


"Or what?" He shrugged and | sighed, binking back more tears now. Maybe the afterlife did this, made you 


much more vague. | looked at her, then at him. "Jay, is she.." 


"Ours?" | nodded. Again he shrugged, though this time it seemed he was genuinely unsure. | don't know. But she 
has hair like yours and eyes like mine” He stopped for a few moments, then leaned in to kiss my cheek, though 
| felt nothing. "Protect her, for me." 


"Jay | love." And then he was gone, as if he'd never been there at all. "You." 


| took a deep breath and looked down, realising that she was looking at me and waving. If she hadn't been, | 


would have broken down, but instead all | did was wave back. | knew now what | had to do. 


Maybe it was his ghost, or maybe it was all in my head, a hallucination caused by all the streess, maybe I'd 
finally snapped and lost my mind altogether. But if there was a chance that he was real, then | had to take it, 


to do what he asked of me regardless. That was what love was after all right? 


| stood up and turned to head to the others, wiping the tears away from my face. Now, protecting her 


mattered aboe all else. 


Letters To The Lost 
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"What's this?" 

"Ah that's a good question little one." Party Poison smiled, crouching down beside the little girl with the curly 
hair. "This is a mailbox. People used to put in letters, pieces of paper with writing on it, inside to send to people 
they knew." The box, almost as tall as the girl was covered in graffiti. "This one, however is special." 


"It is?" The girl looked at the red head, curiousity flicking through her eyes. "How?" 


"This mailbox is for those that aren't here anymore." He smiled at her a litte. "We put in messages to people 


that are gone." 

"Why?" 

"To let them know how we are. To give them messages we can't otherwise. Sometimes it helps to write our 
feelings down and send them to those which we love. Whatever we put in here, the messages will find their 
way to whoeer it is we've lost, no matter where they may be" 

"Have you used it?" 

"Of course" He gave the kid a small smile, then tapped it's metal side. "Maybe you could try it?" 

She nodded, and headed inside. Even though she had no memory, she knew who she was going to write to. 


eR 


Out of all of the Killjoys, three had sent messages. Fun Ghoul thought it was pointless. He had no use for such 
things, though he'd never tell Poison that. 


Kobra sent a letter once a year, every year. It was outwardly unmarked and taped securely so it couldn't be 
opened from the outside easily. He always made sure no one would see what as inside, even taking to locking 


himself somewhere if he was able so he could write in private. 


Poison used it regularly, sending letters pretty much whenever they were near it. The whole thing had been 
his idea after all and he'd spread it to as many zonerunners as he could He had no idea how many actually 


used it, but he hoped some followed his lead, To him, it did help. 
Jet, on the other hand, had only used it once before now. 


It had been his early days as a Killjoy, days after Poison had come up with the idea. Instead of writing a letter 
to someone that had died, he wrote one to someone that had never even existed. The letter was marked 


Grace/Marcus and was sent to the child that he had never had, but had been so close to having. 


He'd ended that note with the hope that maybe, someday, that child would exist and he'd have the family 
they'd always planned. 


The second time he used it was years later, six months after seeing the man he loved sacrifice himself so he 
could live. He'd resisted doing this for so long because he'd told himself that doing so was a sign of letting go. 
He took a deep breath, then slid the letter into the mailbox, letting it join the others within, before closing his 
eyes and leaving it behind. 
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Grace's letter, which she pushed in a few hours after beiing told what the mailbox was, was for her mother. 
She was a person she never knew, had never even seen but she knew she existed. To her, her mother was 


truly lot. She hoped to meet her one day, if she even existed. 


But Poison was right. It did help. 


Shoot Up With Your Perfume 
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Daylight streamed in through the gaps in the blinds, disturbing me from my slumber. | met the day by 
groaning softly and groping blindly for the radio, switching it on. Music usually soothed me, easing my waking. 


"the raygun attack last week in Battery City has now been confirmed as the Killjoys attacking the Better 
Living headquarters. The news reports say they attacked and were killed. Is it true? Possibly. But Better Living 


has been know to outright lie through the media, so we can never be sure.." 


| sighed and laid back against the sheets, waiting for it to finally switch from Injectable Fame's voice back to 
music, which it did eventually. Eventually. 


| made a mental note to confirm what was said though, | was sure a lot of people would be asking. 
Later though, when | was more awake. 


eR 


It was another hour before | left my room, glancing out the window at the masses. There were the usual 
tents, with people walking between them, though they looked more like moving blobs of colour from this 
distance. The sight always made me smile a litle. People from all ver knew they could come here and have the 
fun and experiences denied to them by Better Living. Some people out in the zones spent their time fighting 
against Better Living, we spent our time helping people escape. 


| stretched a little and left the room, heading towards Caberet's room. It was his idea, this place. We'd known 
each other since we were kids and he had the connections and the money to keep all this going as a safe 


haven. 


| opened the door and peeked inside, half expecting to find him asleep. The room was dark, the curtains closed 
and there were moans coming from the bed. "Hush, it's not even in yet." 


| slowly pushed the door open, stepping inside quietly. Caberet was on the bed, naked as he always was in here. 


This time, though, his wrists and ankles were secured to the bedposts. He also wasn't alone. 


There was a figure, dressed in black with copper highlights and that top hat he always seemed to wear. | could 
feel him notice my presence, even though he hadn't turned his head. He let out a soft chuckle, eyes clearly on 
the naked man spread out before him. "Now it's time." He held up a needle, which was far more elegant and 
elaborate then it really needed to be, before jabbing it into Caberet's arm with the expert precision of 
someone that had done this countless times. Which, of course, he had. 


There was a few moments of quiet, with just the sounds of Caberet's heavy breathing filling the air, then 
they dissolved into moans again, louder this time. The other man was humming softly to himself, just watching. 
| couldn't help but watch too, my friend thrusting his hips up into the air. 


| glanced at the man that stood before him. He was called Boltgun and he moved in and out like a ghost. He'd 
vanish for days, weeks on end without a word of warning when he left or when he returned. Sometimes | 


wondered if he was real or not. 


"So glad you could join us, | was beginning to think you'd miss the show." | could hear the smirk in his voice as 


he spoke, eyes still on Caberet as he moaned and writhed. 
"What was that?" 


"Does it matter?" He turned his head a little, inclining it just a litte. "It heightens pleasure. Watch." He leaned 
forward, running a black gloved hand along Caberet's thigh. He gasped and squirmed, his moans becoming louder. 
Almost as if he was being touched much more intimately. Boltgun stopped, smirked and turned to face me. 


"Want to fuck him? I'm sure he needs it now." 


"Please." His voice was breathless, pleading and his eyes were wide and needy. The sight was making me hard, | 


couldn't deny it. | bit my lip and stepped closer. 


Boltgun stepped aside so | could take his place, his gloved hands working to free the restraints that held my 
friend's legs in place. | watched as Caberet whimpered just from those slight touches. | swallowed and watched 
them. "Legs to your chest now." The slim limbs, which | often wondered how they managed to hold his weight, 
folded up against his chest. 


Boltgun looked at me and nodded towards my crotch. | took the hint and started removing my clothes. It didn't 


take me long, primarily because I'd only came in wearing my pants, so | was soon naked at the foot of the bed. 
"He's all ready for you, don't worry." | nodded slightly, before climbing on the bed, lining up with the crack of 
his rounded cheeks. | pushed my cock into him, groaning as | breached his body. The sounds | made were 


drowned out by those leaving Caberet's lips. 


"Fuck.. please, fuck me." 


Boltgun chuckled from beside me at his desperation | started to move, steadily at first, my hands on his legs 
to keep them out of my way. Every thrust made him make more noise, just moan sounding more and more 
desperate. I'd never heard him, or anyone for that matter, moan like that before. He held my full attention, my 
hips snapping a little faster now. He looked and sounded so hot, it was hard not to. Sweat broke out in patches 
over his skin, especially on his face and chest. It made the tattoos on his face seem to shine. 


"Please." He was begging still, eyes glassy and needy. Did he want me to go even faster? To touch him? What? 


Boltgun moved back into my view again, that sae dark smirk on his lips as before. It was almost a permenant 
fixture that smirk Sometimes it melted away, but it was always back sooner or later. "I know what he needs." | 
kept my eyes on him, watching as his nimble fingers undid his fly, Caberets eyes locked on him as well. I'd seen 
his dick before of course, but | was just transfixed somehow. Maybe what he gave Caberet somehow had 
gotten into me somehow, or maybe | was just lost in the moment, either way, it made me slow down just to 


watch. 


Boltgun took the base of his dick in one hand and Caberet's hair in the other, twisting his head to face his cock. 
"Open up." He whispered, running the shiny tip of his length over his lips. It took less than a second for him to 
open wide and swallow as much as he could reach. Boltgun half moaned, half chuckled. "Slut" | nodded my 


agreement, then the smirk returned. "Don't stop on my account, keep going.” 


And with that, my movements resumed, albeit slower and steadier this time. | didn't want to make him bite or 


choke after all. However, my careful thrusts didn't go unoticed. "Just fuck him! He's not made of glass." 


| nodded a little, increasing the speed of my movements back to how they were before. Caberet's moans were 
still loud, despite a mouthful of dick, which somehow made them that much hotter. | watched, hands on his 
ankles, my movements becoming more fluid every single thrust | made. Briefly, | glanced down between his legs 
at his hard cock. He'd came at some point, small pools clinging to his pale skin, but his cock was rigid and firm 
as if he hadn't spilled a drop. Had to be from whatever drug this was. 


| groaned a little, feeling myself get more eager. So | increased the speed and power of my thrusts, until 
finally, it all just got too much. The sounds of his moans, the sight of Boltgun fucking his mouth, the feel of 
his ass as he came again, all of them bought me over the edge. | spilled deep inside him, groans leaving my lips 
as | did so. 


My movements after that felt like | was in a daze. | pulled out, flopping on the familar sofa against the back 
wall, watching as Boltgun pulled out to deposit his own load over his pretty face before coming to join me after 


tucking his dick away. 


"How long does that thing last?" | asked, breaking the moan filled silence with the first words that came to 


mind. 


"An hour, thereabouts anyway." 


And as we sat for the remainder of that time, watching him squirm and writhe against the bedsheets. He 


came at least twice more just from that, the pearly fluid landing just about everywhere it could reach. 
Eventually though, his high came to an end, and it was all over. 
"Fuck." 


eR 


It was a few hours, and a quick nap, before we went to the main room of our little home. This was where 
Caberet would meet people who required certain information. We would always try our best to find it for 


them, be it the location of a person or a recipe for apple pie. It was just part of the service we ran here. 


What | didn't expect, though, was to find someone there already. We rarely had people asking for our help 
before dusk. This felt different somehow though. 


The person that greated us was tall and slender, much like Caberet was. His hair styled carefully into a 
maintained mass that hung to his shoulders. His attire was, unusually, all black, with the occasional accent of 
silver. The skin he had on display was covered in what looked ike black make up, though it's purpose was 
unclear. The raygun that hung from his hip matched his attire, being black and silver. 


"Can | help you?" Caberet spoke, his voice even now a little breathless. 
The visitor regarded the free of us carefully, make up as carefully styled as Caeret's tattoos adorning his 
face. When he did speak, it was in a suprisingly deep, almost gravelly accent. "Yes, but not in your usual way." 


He paused and took a step towards us. "I have a proposition for you." 


Well, he certainly had our attention. 


Never Give In 
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‘Kiljoys exterminated? Pahl" | growled dismissively, throwing the paper aside. Lies committed to ink, perpetuated 
from Better Living to scare us all. What else could it be? Yes, | was aware of what they'd done. It was 
madness, utter foolishness on their part. There was a difference between tackling one of the small, hidden 
bases, which so many zone runners did, and going after the HQ. 

All for a girl. 

Madness. 

If they'd put some thought into it, they'd realise it wasn't worth the effort, as tragic as that would be. 

Still, they were more good to Better Living alive than dead, if only for interrogation purposes. 


| sighed and sat back, wishing there was some way to know for sure. 


"Erm sir?" | looked up, one of the twins poking his heads inside the room that | called home most of the time. 


"There's someone here to see you." 

| nodded a lightly and waved my hand. "Send them in" 

He left and, a few seconds later, a man walked in He was tall, slim, with black hair. Unlike most zonerunners 
who were bright and colourful, he was dressed in black from head to toe, with occasional flashes of silver. He 


had large, jet black hair and black make up on his face and arms. Rather strange. "Can | help you?" 


"Yes, you can" He stepped foward until he was before my desk. "I'm not after information though. | have a 


proposition for you and your group." 
‘lm listening." | leaned in closer to him, intrigued. "But I'd be more willing if you told me your name." 


"| am Six. | represent a group called Death Watch." Curious. "We require your help regarding that." He nodded 
towards the paper on the floor. So, it had to do with the Killjoys. "May | access your terminal?" 


| nodded, gesturing him to step around to me. | watched him closely as he did so, though he blocked my view 
as he inserted something into the USB port of my computer. Moments later there was a flash and there they 
were, the Killjoys. Alive. 


"This is a live feed from the Better Living tower in Battery City. It's been traced to that location already, 
confirmed by three independant sources." He stepped away and the image was gone. "We are proposing a 
mission to retrieve them as well as anyone else there, along with seizing their files and ending their reign 
here." He paused and looked me right in the eye. "Will you join us?" 


"Why should | trust you?" Although it was something | wanted, | also was weary. He could just as easily be 


someone sent from Better Living. 


| understand. If you want, you can ask around" He didn't seem offended by my suggestion that he was lying at 
all. "You may also confirm with your associates for their opinions as well." He paused, glancing towards the way 
he'd come in. | wouldn't be suprised if he suspected one of them was listening. He'd probably be right. "One 
week tomorrow you of the zonerunners will meet at the Halo to discuss their involvement and strategy. You 


are welcome to attend, regardless of the decision you make." 


The Halo huh? The Halo was an amphitheatre on the edge of zone 5. To use such a location spoke volumes of 


how many were expected to attend. "Alright. I'll consult the others, but I'm sure we'll be there." 


He nodded, satisfied. "Thank you." And with that, he stood and left me, my eyes following him as he left. Well, 


at least he was good looking. 

A few minutes passed, then the twins came in. "Are the Killjoys really alive?" 

"Yeah. Looks it" | looked at them and paused. "What do you think?" 

"We have to do it. It's what they'd do right?" Water Viper spoke up, nodding his head. 

Its what Jet Star would do. Remember how every week for before they went he'd come here? We all know 
why he did. And every week he came, hoping or news, for someting he could hold onto. Well | know thats what 
you've been doing to, ever since they went." Night Moves paused and looked right at me. "You think if you'd 


given Jet Star news he'd have sat back and done nothing? We know he wouldn't. So why should we?" 


| couldn't help but smile at his words. "And | assume the others share your sentiments." He nodded and my 
smile widened. "Alright. We'll go.” 


For Tomorrow 
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"You let them gol You're a fucking idiot!" I'd expected this, someone yelling at Dr D about what happened to the 
Killjoys. Bulletproof Sunshine seemed a natural fit for this. 


He'd stormed in, just five minutes previous followed by two others and had started yelling since then. His 
companions were both helmeted, the helmets each sporting a distinctive t-shape in the visor, and | assumed 


they were men. They seemed to be bodyguards of a sort, which was odd since he usually came alone. 
The one which stood close to the wall had a pair of tattered jeans clinging to his legs and an electric blue t- 


shirt over his chest and jacket over it. His helmet was the same shade of blue as his top, and he had various 


knives attached to his belt. 


The other one had darker jeans which weren't as tattered, and an orange top beneath a purple Dead Pegasus 
jacket. His helmet was orange, with deep purple swirls over it. He was against the other wall, though he was 
moving towards Grace now, who looked terrified by the shouting. He knelt down in front of her and | could hear 
him speak, probably in an attempt to comfort her. His voice seemed slightly synthesised, probably going 
through a filter in the helmet. 


| smiled a little, glad that at least someone took her into consideration. 
"and another, how did you expect them to get out when they were so..” 


The girl was showing the man her raygun, which she now kept in a holster on her hip. | bite my lip lightly, 


remembering where it came from. 


eR 


"Pony." Jet spoke to me, pulling me aside as the others left. "I am aware that this might be a suicide mission, 
that we probably won't be coming back from this. But l.. we, are doing this for her." 


"| know Jet, | know." He held up his hand to stop me, before continuing. 


Its my hope that, no matter what happens to us, we get her back. In the event that | don't make it back, 
there's some things | want you to do, things | didn't want to say in front of the others." 


He paused for breath and closed his visible eye. "First, look after her. Keep her safe. Make sure nothing 
happens to her again" | nodded, that was a given of course, but | suspected he needed to say it as much as | 
needed to confirm it. "Second, | have some things here." The first thing he handed to me was a raygun. This 
wasn't his own, it was purple, with a dragon on it. The barrell was wrapped in a bandana that was black with 
pink spots. | took it uncertainly. "Give this to her." He paused and | noticed something, he was shaking. "And 
this" He reached into his jacket, into an inner pocket and he pulled out something. A ring. He placed it in my 
hand carefully and looked into my eyes. "It is very, very important to me that you give her these things." His 


shaking seemed to increase, just a little. "Promise me you'll do this." 
"| promise | will Jet." 

He nodded and wiped his eyes. "Thank you." 

"Good luck." 

He smiled, just a little, then turned to leave. 


eR 


| took a deep breath to calm myself, shaking the memory from my mind. I'd done as he asked as soon as we'd 
gotten back, after calming Grace down of course. It still amazed me that she wasn't completely traumatised by 
what she'd seen. Somehow, though, just by getting those things she'd calmed down, even after she found a 


note from Jet among the bandana wrapping. 


Since then we'd changed bases, which was probably one of the reasons why it took someone so long to yell. 


People always looked for someone to blame. 


| sighed and looked over at them. Sunshine had seemed to have calmed, if only a little, enough to allow D to 


respond anyway. 


"I couldn't stop them motorbaby, they went on their own Hell, | tried to get them to see sense too you know? 
But they just went anyway." Dr D leaned forward, looking the blonde right in the eyes. "But you forget 
yourself. | know you've done things like they have, with not much thought for someone you care about. So why 
don't you shut your pretty little mouth unless you have something meaningful to say?" 


Sunshine glared at him but said nothing for a few moments, seemingly relenting for now. “It's beside the point 


anyway really.” 


"Oh?" 


"We didn't come here for you." 

EK 

"You don't have to do this you know." 

"I know." | put my finger to his lips to silence him. "And I've made my decision 

| removed my finger to kiss him, sinking myself down onto his cock | moaned into his mouth as his shaft filled 
me. My hands were on him, holding onto his shoulders as | began to move up and down on his lap. | was trying 
very hard not to focus on what this could be, about what I'd signed up to do. | closed my eyes, parted our lips 


and took a deep breath before kissing him hard again. 


So tonight we would fuck, for tomorrow I'd be gone. 


Captured 
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When | got shot, | thought that was it, that my life as | knew it was over. | was wrong. | hadn't died, neither 
had the others as it turned out. 


| figured when we were captured we'd be interrogated, maybe tortured and then reprogrammed or, worse, 
executed. | never expected this, though. We'd not been interrogated, in fact they never even asked us a single 
question. Instead we'd been stripped of our clothes and tied down. The only covering any of us had was Jet's 
eye patch. We were on all fours, all in the same room. It would've been humiliating if we hadn't already been 


fucked at one time or another. 


Our first day was spent like that, with the four of us confirming nothing had happened to us yet and the rest 


of our time spent waiting for Dracs (who never came) and trying to escape (which proved futile). 


| gave each of them a quick scan. Apart from blast marks where | assumed they got hit, they looked just as 
they had before. That meant they'd definitely not been interrogated either. I'd heard that we'd surived on 
because their rayguns were set to stung, probably to ensure Grace went unharmed. Out of all of us, Jet 
looked the most nervous but that was understandable. He'd had the most to gain and most to lose from all 


this. 
The next day was when things changed. 


While we slept the four of us had been fitted with same get up. The first was a gag that filled our mouths. It 
was a rubber ball that wasn't too big but it was enough to keep us quiet, it also had a small tube that went 

upwards towards the ceiling. The second was a drip that went straight into our arms. Third was a sheath that 
surrounded each of our cocks, each one connected to a tube that went out of my sight. The final thing was a 


dildo, lodged up my ass. 
The day then began as the rest of them did after that. 


The dildo would start moving in and out of me as the sheath did the same. I'd hear the others moan as their 


devices copied mine. It was a strange thrill to have machines getting me off, but it felt so fucking good. I'd cum 
pretty quick first time. It was pretty shameful actually how fast | did, but | always knew that the others did 


the same. 


There was a brief respite, maybe a few minutes, before it would start up all over again. | worked out early on 
that the drip must have been giving us not only some kind of sustenance, but also drugs to make us both 


horny and produce more cum. | knew we'd never naturally be ablle to cum this much, not ten times a day. 


Occasionally l'd taste a few drops of cum, which | guessed was from the others, through the gag's tube, which 
always sent an extra wave of arousal through me. Most of the time | couldn't tell whose was whose, but | just 
knew when it was my brother's. I'd always cum harder at the taste, especially if it was his. It made me wonder 


what happened to the rest of it that was pumped out of us. 


Every few days I'd spot Dracs who came and take away large, see through tubes which were filled with white 
fluid that | figured was our cum. | wasn't sure if it was ours collectively or if we each got our own seperate 
one. The tubes were always replaced with fresh ones right after and the Dracs would always ignore us which 
was a little frustrating. Despite how good the machines felt | longed to be touched, even if it was by our 


masked enemies. 


All the days became a blur of orgasms. Some days I'd just close my eyes and let the machine's do the work. 


Others I'd watch Jet or Ghoul or my brother as they were milked. | was sure | came more on those days then 


| did just taking it. 
One day, though, there was finally a difference to the routine. 


Someone was pushed into the room, someone equally as naked as us only not bound, although they did have a 
collar around their neck. | recognised him after a few seconds, he was Show Pony, who worked for Dr D. It was 


a shame they'd caught him, but he was so pretty. 


He got to his knees shakily and moved to the space in front of us all, our eyes on him expectantly. Surely he 
had some news of the world beyond these walls. "I'm sorry | couldn't get you out." He spoke finally, his voice 
barely a whisper. "We didn't hear from you for so long. We just assumed the Dracs had killed you." He paused 
for breath and his eyes darted around, wide and nervous. "And then we stumbled on something on the net" He 
jerked his head up and all of our eyes followed him. A camera was there, clear as day and it was filming us. 
Not only that but broadcasting us being used this way. | knew it should have filled me with shame, but it 
didn't. "We tried to get you out, but." He trailed off. him being here was enough to tell us how the story 
ended. 


He looked at Jet and whispered. "But she's safe. We made sure of it" Thank fuck for that. At least this wasn't 
all for nothing. 


The question in everyone's mind, well mine anyway, was ‘what was he doing here? Patiently we waited. 


Thankfully he'd come during the midday (or what we thought was that) respite, so we had a good long while. 


‘I've been instructed to help.. please you." Pony's cheeks flushed although why | wasn't sure. We knew he was 
as experienced sexually as we were. "And no | can't let you out" He pointed at the collar, black and emblazoned 


with the company logo. A shock collar. 


So when the machines started again, Pony joined us. His lips and tongue explored our bodies, in places the 
machine ignored. He alternated between the four of us, latching onto one of our nipples, our necks, our balls, or 
the space between them and our asses. Fuck he made things so much better. | just wished that the gag or 


sheath or dildo were removed just once so |, or any of us, could feel him there. 
Maybe, just maybe, that'd happen someday. 


After all we have to hope for something right? Since | was certain that we wouldn't be saved that was all | 


had. 


Hello, The End Is Here 


Author's Notes: 

Hello, The End Is Here 
Pairing: Various 
Rating: NC-I7 

POV: Kobra 


Warnings: Au, violence yada yada 


For fuck knows how long our days had become a monotony of forced orgasms, with the occasional appearence 
of a Drac every now and then. Even with Pony here nothing changed, not really. It seemed he'd run out of 


things to say. 
This was the first real thing to happen, the first real change, since Pony had been bought in 


The four of us were all looking around in confusion, trying vaguely to make sense of the sudden change. The 
machines had stopped mid-milking, which obviously meant whatever happened knocked ut more then just the 
lighting. 


Pony, however, was calm. Oddly calm. Almost as if he'd been expecting it. | watched as he tapped his wrist, a 
pale red glow emitting from below his skin. He nodded a little, then came over to us, tapping his wrist again. 
The red light turned blue, glowed bight for a few seconds, the emitted this.. pulse. It swept through the room 


outward from him, then vanished as soon as it hit the walls. 
It took a few seconds to realise that the pulse had, actually, freed us from our restraints. the first thing |, 
and the others did, was remove the mikers from us. Apart from Ghoul that is. He figured the ability to speak 


was much more important. "The fuck Show Pony? You could've let us out of these things anytime!" 


He looked over at Ghoul, rolled his eyes, then spoke as he removed his own collar. "This was only good for one 


shot and what good would it have done to use it before now, when there was no way To get out of here?" 
"Good point." 


| removed my own gag before standing, stretching my aching legs. "What is that thing anyway? How did you 
get it past the scanners?" 


"It's blood powered." I'd heard about those things, though I'd never actually seen ore. "It only activates fully 
when | get the signal." 


He stopped, the door screeching slightly. We all shifted back, just a little, as the metal slid back into the wall, a 


Drac stepping inside. "Aren't you a little short for a Drac?" | heard Ghoul quip from beside me, though the 


Drac didn't seem to even hear him. 


| wasn't going to leave you here." The voice spoke in the same robotic way that all Dracs spoke. They reached 


up, gripped the mask's hair and pulled it off, the sight making me gasp a little. 


The whole right side of the face was scarred from what looked like a burn. Whatever caused it was obviously 
so bad that their eye had been replaced with one that was bright purple. The person was unmistakable though, 
even with the scarring. He smiled at Jet who blinked disbelievingly. "l. you're..." 


"No baby, I'm alive." He reached over and touched his shoulder, then closed his eyes and took a deep breath 
for a moment. "I'll explain everything later, now we have to go." He turned and looked behind himself, at the 
doorway, where two more ‘Dracs' stood. One of them, who after removing the mask as he moved was revealed 


to be Analogue Anatomy, came over to uus, depositing a bag that was full of clothing. 
| looked through it, finding that it was a selection of our clothing. | smiled appreciatiely, then started dressing. 


eR 


The corridors outside of our room we dark, the lights beyond dimmed. The eight of us were there now, us 
being handed standard white rayguns by the third Drac, who'd been unmasked as Electric Lithium who | 


instantly recognise. You don't soon forget a man who had a knife to your throat. 


We left, heading down an apparently pre-planned route, with Battery in the lead. "So | assume there's a plan?" 
My brother asked, increasing his pace so he was closer to the lead man. "You wouldn't come in if you didn't 


have a plan for getting out right?" 


"Don't worry, there's not going to be impromptu slides down a garbage shoot." He stopped and smiled a little. 
"No, several groups are attacking this place at once, each with various objectives. Ours is simple: get you out 


of here." 


My brother nodded, placiated and we followed in silence. | could hear faint sounds from those other groups, 
raygun blasts and explosions. The sounds only got louder when we entered the stairwell. "Lifts are down" 


Battery explained as we moved, taking them one at a time. 


We went down a few flights, before going through some doors into another section of the building. It was here 


where we had our first Drac encounter. There were only two, so they were easily taken care of. 


My brother knelt down beside them, removing their masks. "You know that rumour about Dracs being 


reprogrammed people? It's true. | saw someone | knew when | removed his mask in the assualt." 


Battery nodded a little and looked over. "What do you expect us to do? Ask them? Wait until we get close 


enough to take the mask off?" He paused and shook his head. "There's no way to know who a Drac is and so 


there's not much we can actually do." He reached over and stroked my brother's arm. "Hopefully what we do 


Today will end all that." 


eR 


We carried on through the corridors of the building. It seemed much bigger than it had on the outside. Fucking 
Better Living. There wasn't a central stairwell by design which meant a lot of criss-crossing on various floors. 
There was the occasional Drac or two, but as of yet there was no real resistance. | guessed that their efforts 


were focussed elsewhere. "How high up was our fucking cell?" Ghoul asked after the third lot of stairs, looking 


a little irritated. 
"Three floors below the roof" Lithium replied, gruffly. 


"They wanted you up there because they thought it would make you impossible to reach." Battery took over, 
turning to regard us all. "Hence why we had to infiltrate to get you instead of coming in during the attack." 


"Ok" Ghoul replied, seemingly satisfied. "And what am | meant to do about this?" He gestured towards his 
crotch with his raygun. There was a bulge from his drug-induced erection and | looked down, realising my own 


was in the same state. And my brother's. And Jet's. 


"Well, as sexy as it would be to watch the four of you wank, there's really not the time for it now." Battery's 
lip quirked int a smile. "Think you can hold off?" 


Ghoul sighed and shrugged a little. "Guess we'll have too." He adjusted himself, though it looked more like 
groping before we went off towards the next lot of stairs. 


eR 


On the next floor we had to traverse, Battery slowed, the rest of us copying out of instinct. It took a few 
seconds before | noticed it wasn't for a reason related to potential ambushes. He was bracing himself against 
the wall, taking a few deep breaths. "Baby are you ok?" Jet asked, approaching him as son as he realised 


something was wrong. 


‘Im fine." The other man replied, voice sounding anything but. | heard him take a deep breath and he 
straightened. 


Analogue spoke in what had to be Welsh, coming to stand the other side of him. The four of us watched as 
they had their exchange in a language we couldn't understand, the pair of them locking eyes as their voices 


sounded more and more irritable until finally they stopped. "I'm fine.” 


Battery started to move again, putting an end to it. Jet looked at Analogue, concern in his visible eye, but he 
didn't follow up on it. 


We carried on, though | kept on eye on Battery, taking him in as we movedOn the face of it, apart fro the 
visible scars, he looked ok On the face of it. But every so often he looked unsteady. Not in big way, he wasn't 


falling all over the place, but it was obvious when you looked. | could see that Jet, at least, noticed it as well. 
| said nothing and neither did he. 


We went to the next floor, entering what was some sort of officen where we were greeted by more Dracs 


then before. Shit. 


We dispersed. Most of us shooting as we ran for cover, but Ghoul did what he always did, took them head on. 
As he ran the full length of the room he shot four Dracs, downing three of them. He dove behind a desk at 

the end of the room. | stayed with my brother, Battery, Analogue and Jet, the five of us crouching behind one 
of the long desks. | saw Lithium was moving like Ghoul, albeit much more stealthier towards some other Dracs, 


the group of the that were focused on us. 


| glanced back at Battery and he was breathing harsher now, his eyes lidded. "What's happening? What's wrong 


with him?" Jet was glaring at the other Welshman, demanding answers. 

Analogue got out a syringe from his bag, injecting the other in the arm. "Nothing, It's just.. complications from 
the surgery." Jay looked at him, muttering in Welsh. "No, I'm not going to shut up. He needs to know." He looked 
back at Jet as | fired at a Drac, managing to hit him in the chest before ducking back down. By the time | 


returned, his needle was gone. "He's not meant to be overly stressed, he's still recovering.’ 


"| couldn't not do it. This was something | had to do" He looked at Jet, a small smile on his face. "I couldn't 


leave you here." 


"I only let him come if | did too." Analogue sighed and looked at Jet. "Lithium will take over once these Dracs 
have been dealt with. Do you think you can carry him?" 


Jet nodded, his hair bouncing a little as he did so. "Always." 

"Are you guys just going to stay there chatting or are you fuckers gonna move?" | peeked over the desk, 
realising the Dracs had all been dispatched, with Ghoul and Lithium looking at us as if we were idiots. We stood, 
Jet pocketing his gun and lifting Battery up into his arms. "He ok?" 


"He will be." Analogue replied, nodding to Lithium. "You're in charge now." 


We left the office, which now had several destroyed computers and headed down. "One of them activated an 


alarm." Ghoul informed us. "So we might have company." 
"Great" | looked back, the sound of faint footsteps making me feel slightly paranoid. 


"Diamond, are you in position?" | looked back, seeing Battery speak in Jet's arms. 


"Affirmative." The reply, obviously from some sort of comm, filled the air. 
"Good, we've got Dracs incoming." 
"Leave them to me." 


eR 


The next floor was where we saw Diamond. He was tall, wearing some sort of tight purple outfit. Bandages 
obscured his features, though they were obviously more a fashion statement then for medical purposes. "Keep 


going.” He spoke, regarding us as we passed him but not questioning us. 


| noticed he pulled down what looked like a form of nightvision googles as | went past, heading towards the exit: 
Glancing back, | saw the Dracs enter the room, before losing sight of them behind some form of smoke which 


quickly filled the room until | couldn't even see the man we left behind. 
As we left all | heard were raygun blasts and bodies dropping. 


eR 


From then on the floors became a carnage of colour. Dracs fell and | saw glimpses of the others that Battery 


had spoke of. 


There was a blonde fighting the man we knew as Korse with swords, the sound of metal on metal ringing out. 


There was nothing we could do to help, the blonde's choice of combat meaning we couldn't risk shooting. 
We almost got shot at by a group of zonerunners that were downloading the central computer systems. 


We made our way through several firefights, which were wild with various weapons being fired from all 
directions. While Dracs just had rayguns of various shapes and sizes, the zonerunners had rayguns, 


flamethrowers, swords, knives, crossbows, grenades. 
We saw Dracs in flames, some sparking, some bloodstained, some dismembered. 


We saw other zonerunners in similar states as well. Like the ones we saw fighting they wore masks, helmets 
with t-shaped visors, bandanas or nothing at all. Some were male, some female and some it was hard to tell. | 


wanted to commit every fallen face to memory, but there just wasn't time. 


| wasn't quite sure how long it took to get down to the basement, where an old school bus awaited us. Two 
brown-haired men stood either side of it's door, each with a raygun in hand to shoot approaching Dracs. "Hey 
it's the Kiljoys.” The left one spoke, waving us to go inside. 


"Dude, it's the Killjoys with boners!" The right one grinned, eyes clearly not on our faces. The other nudged him 
as we came on, Ghoul flashing him a smirk as he shifted past him, groping himself noticeably. 


The bus was already half full as we boarded, my eyes glancing over the multicoloured people as we all 
gathered in the back. | watched as the two beside the door climbed in, presumably signaling that we were 
about to go. "What about the others? We can't just leave them there!" 


"We're not, calm down" Battery responded to my brother, rasping a little. "There's more buses at other exits, 


don't worry." He sighed and curled into Jets arms. 


"Wait you fuckers!” | looked out, watching as a group led by Bulletproof Sunshine came running over. He 
managed to grab the doors before they closed, gesturing for his followers to come aboard while firing shots 
behind them. | could see Dracs but they were far enough away that they weren't a real threat. "Lets go!" 
Sunshine growled, tossing a grenade back at the Dracs before climbing himself, the bus finally starting to 


move. 


| looked back, out of the rear window, watching as we drove out, the grenade's explosion blossoming out 
beehind us. The tower still loomed large over the city as we left the underground car park, but raygun blasts 


obvious through the windows as well as blasts from atop surrounding buildings. 


| took a deep breath, closing my eyes. We were free again and it looked like soon, we'd have nothing to worry 


about. 


Epilogue: For The Fallen 
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So it was over. 


Bulletproof Sunshine stared out over the lake, deep in thought. He was smoking, exhaling small clouds of smoke 
every other breath. The small pile of stubbed cigarettes in front of him shown he'd been there for awhile. 


"Are you ok?" 
"Yeah." He nodded, stubbing out the latest one, almost instantly lighting a fresh one to take it's place. 
"Got a spare?" 


He handed the other man his pack ard lighter, not really looking at him. As he lit up the red head looked out 


over the water as well, the stars reflecting in the water. "Thank you. For everything." 

"If you hadn't been caught we'd never have been able to galvanise everyone into doing this.’ He glanced at the 
other man. "In the end freeing you became secondary." Party Poison nodded slightly as Sunshhine looked back 
out. "What's your name?" 

"Gerard. Gerard Way." 

"Mine's Sean. Sean Smith." 

The two men nodded, then went back to staring over the lake. 


eR 


At Wolfblood Creek, Caberet Cannibal stared over a completely different sight. There was quite a turnout for 


the celebration, probably because everything was on the house. 


Fun Ghoul was on a car, screaming how he was a fucking Killjoy and waving a beer bottle in his hand. He 


already had several groupies around him eager just to be near to him. Some of them were in various states 


of undress. 
Caberet, however, was watching it all from the upstairs balcony. Behind him Dream Mist was laying on the bed, 


watching as Boltgun paced from one side of the room to the other. Boltgun Emerald was complaining about his 


hat, which now had a hole right through it. 


Its your own fault for wearing it to a raygun fight!" Caberet sighed at his friends, but didn't even turn round 
to look at theme, his gaze still on the masses. Everything felt different now. Better. Maybe it was. 


XE% 
Six smiled, gazing over the festivities. He was glad everything went so well. Much better than he'd expected, 
The Killoys were rescued along with at least a dozen other prisoners. Data was stolen on everything they'd 


done. And a virus had been uploaded to disrupt Better Living's other operations as well. 


Now he could could focus on other things, things that didn't involve blasting Drac's heads off. Namely grabbing 
the attention of that one Riot Squad guy that was around here. The big one. With the hair. 


eR 

Dr Death Defying looked up, breaking out into a grin as Show Pony headed towards him, a smile on his face at 
seeing the other man. "I missed you motorbaby." Death Defying muttered against the other's lips after they 
shared a series of passioante, hungry kisses. "So much." 

"Me too." 

"Shall we." The older man paused, nodding to the bed that had been given to him behind him. 

Surprisingly, Show Pony shook his head. "No, there's something | want you to do for me first.” 

"Anything baby. Anything." 

The younger man nodded and handed him a folded sheet of paper. 

eR 

"How are you feeling?" 

Jay James looked over at his lover, a smile creeping over his face. “Better, thanks." He shifted slightly in his 
bed, patting the mattress for the other to come and join him. He did, leaving his seat to takeup the position on 


the bed. There was a pause, then Jay sat up. "I guess you're wondering about Grace huh?" 


"Yeah. ls she." 


"Ours?" Ray nodded, his hair shaking a little. "Yeah." Jay took a deep breath and closed his eyes. "When you left 
everything was in place for us to have our baby. But | put it on hold. The dna was stored, but the place got 
raided. We were told it was zonerunners, but | knew different." He took another deep breath. "It was them, they 
took it and they used it." He shook his head. "I always assumed they just took it, | didn't know they actually 
used it for sure until | saw her for myself at Dr D's place after you'd gone." He took his hand and squeezed it. 


"She's ours Ray, yours and mine. | knew it the second | saw her" 

The other nodded, smiling and kissing his forehead. "So what'll we do now?" 

"Depends what Dr Davies says when he gets to me." He smiled and sat up, squeezing his hand. "| know what 
you meant. | guess we pick up where we left off" He leaned over and kissed the other man, threading his 
fingers into his curls. 

"Now you simply have to tell me the story of that sexy new eye patch of yours." 


eR 


From outside, Grace smiled. Watching the two that she now knew were her parents share their moment. It 


wasn't exactly the family she thought she'd have, but it was so much better then that. 


eR 


"Thank you for this." Analogue smiled at Kobra Kid, setting down the vial of blood he'd drawn from him on the 


counter. "Hopefully we can analyze the drugs that were given to you and counter them. 


Kobra nodded a little, pulling his jacket back on. "I don't expect the others will come for a check up anytime 


soon. I'd be surprised if Ghoul even comes in" 


The other smiled and nodded. "I saw how fast he went to Wolfblood. | suspect there'll be a lot of men walking 


funny tomorrow there." 


Kobra chuckled and stood. "Sounds about right." He paused and patted his arm. "You know, you look like you need 


a break. Come on, have a drink with us." 

Te other almost hesitated, then put the blood vial in the analyzer, stolen from a raid on the Katratzi base 
months back and nodded. "Sure. Why not." With a smile he left with the Killjoy, hoping to pick up some of the 
other guys. "Do you have a name?" 


"Mikey. You?" 


"Matthew." 


eR 


"Need a hand?" Sand Veil asked, entering the small garage the Riot Squad operated. Tools were everywhere, 
scattered all over the floor and work benches. He left what was left of his group at Wolfblood, though he 
wasn't content toget drunk with the twins himself. 

"No." 


"Yeah you do." He moved closer, standing beside Turbo Wolf and looking at what he was working on. It was a 
droid, his companion. "What happened to him?" 


"Raygun blasts." He whimpered, in the middle of replacing a circuit board. "| hope | can get him back working 
again" The board in place, he ran his fingers through Sapphire's blue hair. 


"Then an extra set of eyes and hands will surely help." He smiled, going to fetch some tools that he knew would 
be necessary and set to work. "This droid's special to you huh?" 


The other nodded, keeping his eyes on his work. "My brother was killed by Better Living. | stole his memories 
from them and uploaded them to this." He gestured to the droid, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "| 
can't lose him." 

"Well, I'll make sure you don't.” 


eR 


Out in the desert, Vampire Lacerator stood in front of his former lover's grave. "You're avenged” He 
whispered softly, kneeling down and dropping the decapitated head of the killer of his love. How he wanted to 
just kick tht bald head out into the desert, but he resisted He straightened, then paused, biting his lip. 


‘I've been wanting this for so long, its become my whole life. What do | do now?" 


"You live. Its what he'd want." His red headed companion came up behind him, wrapping his arms around the 


taller blonde's waist. "Live Eicca" 

KKK 

"Look alive sunshine. You're here with me, Dr Death Defying," 

"And me, Injectible Fame." 

‘I'm sure all our listeners will have heard what happened in Battery City yesterday, but if not, here is what 


happened. Yesterday a large group of zone runners launched a co-ordinated strike against the Better Living 


Headquarters in Battery City." 


"Over the coming days and weeks we'll be letting you know the full truth about what Better Living was up to, 
the tests and the experiments, all conducted on innocent civilians like yourselves. Using the data we obtained 


from the attack." 


"But tonight we will be honoring the people, whose sacrifice made this all possibly. A lot of good people died 


yesterday. Let us not forget their names." 


"Gavin Butler. Mateo Camargo. Georg Listing. Matt." 


